Dr, Kinsey 

Taiks About Women 
She Makes Her 
Own Wardrobe 


HOROSCOPE HUDDLE 


Jupiter and You 


f/f 


The Canadian Woman’s Magazine 


August, 1949 ¢ Fifteen Cents 





Bae Bo ea te 


EE 
Me et eas : 
a Bae “ 


Ps 
Pip, wee x 
Rin inten Jensen | 7a Sona ape. 8)" man Ber - 








e 


is cheerful and easy to live with 


atoned to prestige and the finest of colours 


for all decorating schemes. 
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you mustnt lose your Beauty sleep” 


The sleep you enjoy after a Yardley good-night beauty treatment is beauty sleep indeed. The 
Cleansing Cream, delicately fragrant (there's a very special one for dry skin) cleanses the pores sweetly and deeply. 


Yardley Night Cream coaxes out the worry lines. Wipe this cream away with Toning Lotion to keep 


Beauty Preparations by YARDLEY 


OF LONDON 


Cleansing Creams $1.25—$3.00 
Night Cream $1.25—$3.00 
(formerly known as Skin Food) 

Toning Lotion $1.00 
Lipstick $1.25 











2 — Chatelaine, August, 1949 





Hes definitely crossed ner off his fist 
today as you can see by the picture. If he 
could talk he'd tell her why, too. A baby 
resents bad breath (halitosis) just as much 
as anyone else. Even a mother can’t get 
away with it. In fact, nobody can get 
away with it, 
Are You Immune? 

Don’t risk offending others, There’s no 
excuse for it when you keep Listerine 
Antiseptic handy. In literally millions of 
fastidious households this trustworthy 
and delightful antiseptic is the ever- 
ready, extra-careful precaution against 
simple cases of halitosis (unpleasant 
breath) of non-systemic origin. 

You simply rinse the mouth with 
Listerine Antiseptic and, lo!—your breath 
is fresher, sweeter, less likely to offend 
. ++ Stays that way, too, for hours usually, 


Be at Your Best 
You owe it to yourself, your family and 
your friends to keep your breath on the 


P. S. Have you tried the new Listerine Tooth Paste, the Minty 3-way Prescription for your Teeth? 





f 


Mother, do you know 


that Listerine Antiseptic allevi- 
ates irritating minor rashes 


from which babies suffer? 


that Listerine Antiseptic 
freshens, sweetens and cools 
baby’s skin when used as a 
sponge bath? The same applies 
for adults bedridden by illness. 

that Listerine Antiseptic of- 
ten alleviates milk-crust when 
applied to baby’s scalp? 


agreeable side. Don’t rely on makeshifts. 
Always call on Listerine Antiseptic with 
its long-lasting effect. Use it night and 
morning, and especially before any date 
where you want to be at your best. It can 
pay you big dividends in popularity. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. (Canada) Ltd. 

Toronto, Ontario 


alee Haliep 


FOR ORAL HYGIENE 


Made in Canada 





*VE JUST SPENT a fascinating evening curled up with the latest 
crop of astrology magazines, and my contact lenses are still 
vibrating over such crackling essays as Men, Women and 
Planets, Jupiter in Aquarius and You, and Best Love Dates. 

If I’ve got the astrology saga straight, the person born under a 
good sign waxes fat and sassy, while the unfortunate born under 
an adverse sign is a gone gosling. But being born is just a minor detail 
to the astrologers. Ignore the signs of the heavens at any time, 
they warn, and an astral banana peel is likely to send you flat on your 
face. 

All this brings up a point that’s troubling me. According to 
these journals I share zodiac house-room (Virgo, Aug. 24 to Sept. 
23) with Princess Wilhelmina, Sister Kenny, Chevalier, Henry 
Ford II, Raymond Massey and Garbo. Now if that lineup doesn’t 
make Virgo a good sign, I’m the Korean goddess of plenty. But where, 
to put it bluntly, are the goods? Until now I was content to sit here 
toasting pajpa’s slippers on the hob and disguising Sunday’s roast 
on Tuesday. But all that is past. 

It may be presumptuous of me to compare myself with my cosmic 
cousins (I weigh seventy pounds less than Henry Ford, am not 
as photogenic as Raymond Massey, and have infinitely fewer florins 
than Wilhelmina), but if a fighting spirit counts for anything, I’m 
on my way. By every celestial yardstick I’ve been short-changed, 
and I’ve a good mind to report Virgo to the union for playing favorites. 

Uneasily aware of the fact that I’m the victim of some sort of 
cosmic frameup, astrologers are burning a lot of midnight moonshine 
working on my case. On page 40 of one magazine for instance, 
cheek by jowl with ads for Swedish Massage and a Home Detective 
Bureau, they sift the Virgo character, as revealed by the stars. 


“You are witty, methodical, extremely competent,” says the 
writer, snatching the words right out of my mouth. “Happiest 
when the house is full of birds, cats and other small animals. 
People realize it is like grabbing a prickly cactus to disturb 


you, 
















by Eileen Morris 


What do you know, our writer told us, I’m a 
Virgo . . . same as Garbo, Wilhelmina, Henry 
Ford, Chevalier and Sister Kenny. And before 


we could calm her, this landed on our desk. 


Well, if it means winning my rightful place on the income tax 
returns with Greta Garbo, Pll buy a couple of guppies . . . as though 
I didn’t have enough on my mind this week! 

On page 55 of the same magazine, after breathlessly scanning 
the trackless void and rummaging through the heavens, the seers 
triumphantly present their Virgo Daily Guide, If I understand the 
preface, I am expected to leap from bed in the dawning, read my 
directive for the day, and either lace on my huarachos and face Life, 
or hop back in and pull the blankets over my head. Maybe this is 
Chevalier’s routine, but I can’t believe it. 

The guide is the slickest blend of cheer and foreboding this side 
of Madame Helga’s Gypsy Tearoom, Listen, 


Monday: Let luck have its way with you. Invest that legacy; sign 
that contract; buy that property, And while you're at it, tote dat 
barge, lift dat bale... 

Tuesday: Avoid travel. Discourage reckless aquatic stunts; may 
have run-in with relatives. Obviously those guppies do some 
high-diving down Granpa’s spine when I'm too close to home for 
comfort. 

Wednesday: Keep your head if you run up against a brick wall 
near the Full Moon, Don’t put too many irons in the fire, or 
they will get too hot to handle. It’s clearer if you read it backward. 

Thursday: Your personality this month is absolutely wonderful. 
You vibrate with good will. Obviously intended for those Virgo 
Vips at the head of the column. 

Friday: It is possible that dividends may turn up today, left by 
ships that passed in the night. J wouldn't know. I furled sail 
about midnight. + Continued on page 51 


Sketch by 
Sherman Laws Parker 





T HAS BEEN estimated that one 
out of every two people in our 
country suffers, or has suffered, from 
an allergy. These people are unusu- 
ally sensitive to certain things which 
are harmless to the average person, 


Plants, dust, animals, foods, 
drugs, chemicals and bacteria are 
among the most commen causes of 
allergic disorders. When susceptible 
persons come in contact with these 
troublemakers, it is thought that a 
substance called histamine is re- 
leased by the body into the blood 
stream. This in turn may lead to 
sneezing attacks, skin rashes, diges- 
tive upsets or more serious con- 
ditions. 





Fortunately, recent developments 
by medical science make it possible 
for the doctor to do more than ever 
before to relieve allergies, New 
drugs, known as anti-histaminics, 
ere helpful in many cases, especially 
those caused by substances which 
are inhaled. This includes hay fever 
which alone attacks more than 
three and one half million people 
each year in Canada and the 
United States, 
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The doctor may recommend in- 
jections of the allergy-causing sub- 
stance to help build up resistance to 
it. He may also suggest steps for 
avoiding or lessening contact with 
the troublemaker. 


Recent research has shown that 
some allergic conditions improve ~ 
when the patient is helped to 
resolve emotional conflicts. Today, 
authorities say that, with proper 
medical care, 3 out of 4 allergy 
victims can be greatly helped. 


Early Treatment Late Treatment 


For the best results, treatment 
to increase resistance should be 
started in advance of exposure to 
the causes of allergy, Hay fever 
treatments, for example, are more 
than twice as effective when given 
before the pollen season starts 
rather than after. 


There is still no “‘sure cure’’ for 
allergies, but patients who maintain 
close and continued co-operation 
with the doctor have the best 
chance for a great measure of relief. 
To learn more facts about allergies, 
write for a copy of Metropolitan’s 
free booklet, 89-L, ‘“‘Allergic To 
What?” 























































4 — Chatelaine, August, 1949 


Vows! itroducing te Beauty Ciscovery of We Century FENAEN 


in ViC0 bi 


— a revelation in skin care! 


» enema eenstrt,atighter t,-seltens-as- es er before 


Straight from Woodbury scientists to 

you — comes PENATEN — new penetrating 
ingredient that revolutionizes face creams. 
Here, in these Woodbury De Luxe Face Creams 
are just-discovered formulas — for deeper, 
cleaner cleansing! — for superb richer 
softening! —for sheerest makeoun flattery. 
Luxurious creams. each utterly new, sr 
different ... your happy promise of 

flawless new skin beauty! 





Woodbury De Luxe Liquefying Cleansing 


Cream—with Penaten! Very effective for 
cleansing oily or normal skin. Melts 
instantly. Loosens clinging grime, mi ike-up, 
surface oil, Night ot morning use helps 
keep skin sie a r, fresher, younger-looking. 


Woodbury De Luxe Vanishing Facial Cream 
— For Glamorous Make-Up: Greaseless, 
disappearing. A thin veil flatters...even oily 
skin looks dewy fresh, For a Beauty Pick-up: 

Apply lavishly to soften skin partic les. Tissue 
off Skin looks fresher, softer, younger, 






























Woodbury De Luxe Powder Base Foundation 
Cream — Petal Tinted: Adds glow to any 
powder shade. Veils dry or normal skin in 
satin-textured base that clings, holds make- 
up. He ‘Ips conceal tiny blemishes. Apply 
sparingly in dots—smooth over face, throat. 


Woodbury De Luxe Cold Cream 
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... incomparable cleaner cleansing! 
PENATEN makes this De Luxe 

Cold Cream deeper-cleansing. Helps 
cleansing oils actually penetrate deeper 
into pore openings. Seeks out clogging 
soil and make-up more effectively. With 
your first jar of Woodbury De Luxe 
Cott Creani, your skin will be Tesh and” ~ 


beauty-clean ...as never before! 


Woodbury De Luxe Dry Skin Cream 

... superb richer softening! 

Magically, PENATEN aids the skin 
absorb rich emollients in this De Luxe 
Dry Skin Cream. Lanolin’s softening 
benefits... four more skin softeners... 
penetrate deeper into pore openings. 
Tiny lines soften. Flaky roughness 
smooths. Your skin looks 

gloriously younger! 


Jars dressed in pink-and-gold. 
Four sizes—-from trial jars 19c to 
largest luxury jars 95c. 

(Made in Canada). 


Woodbury De Luxe Complete Beauty All- 
Purpose Cream — Pink-Tinted: Penaten 
makes this All- Purpose Cream more effec- 
tive—for complete skin care, di ay and night. 
Cleanses dee per. Softens supe rbly, Pro- 
vides a clinging make-up base, 











The blue Slippers 


LLEN TURNED OVER and over in her mind the thought of asking 
Jonathan for two dollars and seventy-five cents. Just two hundred 
and seventy-five small pieces of copper—-or so many barrels of 
potash, so many hours of road-making, so many bushels of potatoes 

and harley, 


Her dark brows wriggled under the wide brim of her green bonnet 


and her young mouth pursed as she tried to estimate the true value of 


two dollars and seventy-five cents against the value of having the blue 
slippers with the little silver buckle on the toe. And the value of being 
uncaring at the New Year’s Dance if her skirts flipped a little, showing 
off the slippers instead of the clumsy homemade boots. 

l'wice she glanced up at Jonathan’s sober, fair-skinned face with 


c 


the ice-blue eyes. the uncompromising set of his clean-shaven chin, 


his vigorous yet quietly competent movements a he drove their fat, 





"> 
“i \\lustrated by David Attie 


by Violet King 


dappled horse through the narrow cutting in the bush. Once his broad 
shoulder bumped hers and he looked down, his lips beginning to smile, 
then looked away before the smile became an actuality. 


“‘He’s like a young beaver,” her father had said when Jonathan 


a] 1 eo itail . 1 | hi Beeat I | i 1 : ¥* . 
prancih rst Came to Can oO her, His tiie orpiianed brother cinging 


to his coat-tail, “He’s silent and hard-working. You’re hasty and 
wilful, my girl, and I don’t doubt but what you’ll be misjudging each 
other before you've pui a year behind you.” 

Well, it was a year come New Year’s Day since they were married 
and they had had no hard quarrels. Jonathan never showed her his 
anger, When things went wrong he took it to the fields, and when he 
came back he had nothing more violent to say than, “Biggest elm | 
ever did see down by the east acres rm Ol os \-plenty of wild onion § hooting 


up by the river,” } Continued on pag 27 
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“Tm sort of the odd one,” he had remarked once, grinning. 
“You?” she had cried, incredulous, “but why?” 
“Well,” he had shrugged his shoulders, “there’s not much money 


in the education game, even if you get to the top—which is decidedly 
i problematical, but,” he had laughed lightly, “I was stubborn. Come 
TEVE WORKED evenings in the college library. It closed at hell, high water, or dad—I had to keep at it.” 
10, and promptly at 9.45 Andrea slipped into a coat and started And how jubilant he was over his next year’s teaching job! 
| briskly out of the dormitory across the campus to meet him at “It’s just a small college, but it’s a start and an income.” 
the drugstore. Always, as she walked, she threw back her brown The day before—which was Sunday—he had been very gay, 
head, offering the same little prayer to stars or cloudy grey sky: insisting on taking her to dinner, “This is on me—a celebration!” 
“Don’t let it be spoiled. Please let it be the same. Let it go on And, walking back across campus, he had slipped his arm through 
—justa little hile loager!” hers and drawn her into the shadow of the bushes near Hopkins Hall. 
Tonight she repeated it more fervently than ever, for tonight “Andy, did you know you’re the sweetest person in the werd?” 
she was going to do what she should have done two months before and for the first time had kissed her, a long passionate kiss which had 
—tell Steve. left Andrea breathless. 
There were several ways she could open the subject: gaily, Still walking on air, her heart singing, she had looked back from 
facetiously, “Il suppose you’ve heard of the McFarland millions? the dormitory steps to wave to him, and had seen him standing under 
Well, that’s me!’ Or matter-of-fact, “Did you read in the papers a the street light with Tollie beside him. Tollie was talking, and Steve’s 
few years ago about a rich man and his wife who were killed in an head was bent slightly, as he listened. 
automobile accident and left an only child named Andrea?” Or So tonight 


serious, tense, “Steve, | should have told you—I want you toknow 


ve cme + roms eer 6 meen rns anon Aid epee entra ich ee « lapertenmeente n- ane neces rtd same dh dese fe hermit en EEE Kens thre bet once 6s sini ott sets thee no 
love with her or professed to love her because of those millions quiet night. She turned the corner into the street, and hurried into 
—beginning with the riding instructor on the dude ranch where the familiar drugstore. 
she had gone “for a change” after her parents’ tragic death. Even It was here that she had met Steve the first day of spring vacation. 
here at this mid-western university to which she had transferred Most of the college had left town the afternoon before in noisy 
from an expensive, exclusive girls’ school in order to be unknown groups, by train, bus and motor. Andrea was not among them for 
and lose herself in the group, there had been “ollie,” the attractive, the simple reason that she had no definite place to go. Her only 
I popular football hero who had pursued her. But by this time Andrea living relative was an uncle, but he had recently married a widow 
knew the signs well: the casual questions about her father’s will, the with a grown son. Andrea had spent Christmas holidays at their home, 
look in the eye, the sudden whirlwind courtship. and the whole family had tried so persistently to make a match 
So far, there had been none of that with Steve. And of all the between her and the young man that she had refused subsequent 
men she had known he probably needed money the most. With a invitations. She was to visit the following week an old school friend, 
pang, she remembered little things he had told her about his home, but in the meanwhile she was staying on at the university. The 
his childhood, the chores he had had to do before he went to school, dormitory was serving no meals, so that first morning she sauntered 
his older brother’s promotion to foreman at the factory, and especially across campus to the centre of the town in quest of fruit juice and 
his comments on the Veterans’ Allowance, under which he had coflee. It was a real spring day, with blue sky overhead, a soft breeze, 
completed his course at the university and was now getting his warm sunshine: and among the trees in the hollow behind the 
master’s degree, auditorium, the red bud gleamed resplendent. 

. “It's been a godsend to a lot of us. Those first two years before The counter of the drugstore, often crowded with students, was 
the war were pretty tough going. It’s hard to keep up your work deserted except for one boy. As she came in he looked up and smiled 
when you have to spend so much time getting to eat!” and she perched on the stool beside him, 

Over the last phrase he had smiled, for he had not been “Not going home?” he queried. 
complaining, merely stating facts. His family had not been able “No,” she answered, “IT haven’t any home—that is, any real 
\ \ to help him toward his education; in fact, they had been somewhat home.” 
3 antagonistic. When, indeed, had she had a real home? During her parents’ 


lifetime there had been so many in so many parts of the world. 
Even her grandmother’s house in a small provincial town had never 
really seemed like home. And now Gram, too, was dead. 

“And you?” she asked, “Too far to go?” 

“No, just 90 miles, not a bad trip by bus. But P’ve got some 
studying to do here, and then | have + Continued on page 46 


From the day of her birth she was a 
princess, touched by a magic wand. 
But what price riches if now she was 


denied the greatest gift of ail... the 





right to live happily ever after? 
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by Evelyn Murray Campbell 
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ARY WAKENED first as she always did. She turned her face, careful not to look at 


John who was sleeping with his mouth open, In 20 years of marriage John had never 


_ 


learned that his mouth had such a habit; it was Mary’s secret with herself. 

A ray of sunshine played across her face and she shut her eyes quickly and pulled 
the cord, plunging the room into semidarkness, but she had already seen a bit of sky and 
she knew that it was to be a perfect day. 

She lay back on her pillow and her limpid mind slid from one mental crag to another, 
touching problems lightfooted, butterfly-winged. Blankets out to sun; strawberries an 
_muffins for breakfast, her vink Jinen shorts with the oyass.sctainaatoo much laun ley Le. 
Pinkey Ann in summer. If Rosalind, the house guest, stayed another day a porch supper 
would be nice for her and Josephine and their friends. Summer was here in earnest. Her 
garden! The garden got her out of bed and into old slacks. It was so early that she could 
work with her flowers for nearly an hour; then she would pick the strawberries and meet 
the family with a clear conscience. All the house was dark and breathless as she crept 

downstairs past sleeping doors and into the new day. 

The sun was already up. It hung in a bowl of pale blue ether without even a shred of 
cloud. Everything was washed with the brand-new sun, dipped in gold and burnished, 

Young leaves on old trees were hopeful. It was their first summer and they did not 
know what the sun could do. The flowers were hopeful, too, drinking in the warm Kght. 
The grass was wet with dew and starred with tender webs spun in the night; in the hedge 
were more and stronger webs and Mary thought she saw an anxious spider watching. The 
coolness of night languored in the corners still, but when she looked up the sun blazed in 
her eyes. 

Her heart lifted to meet the perfect day, for this one had to be perfect. Nothing should 
spoil it. The sky was her friend, the sun her lover and if in the whole year there was one 
span of hours made to such perfection it was worth the living of all the other days. 

The garden waited, all the flower faces lifted to the sky, like hers. Hollyhocks Hamed 
against the plastered wall, delphiniums waved blue plumes and cosmos and poppies touched 
their petals in a wild confusion against the savage swords of gladioli that pierced the svil 
with shafts of violent crimson and purple and gold. 

Mary did not know where to begin and she could only stand there looking her delight. 
There were borders and patches and little beds dug and planted here and there and a real 
gardener would have collapsed with the shock of such untidiness, but she saw only supreme 
beauty. She knew that she should cut armfuls but she could not bear to touch a single 
one. And then her eye was caught by the roses in the triangle between the garage and the 
patio and she seized a trowel and fork and dropped on her + Continued on page 18 


Worse things than lightnimg can strike at the security 


of family life. Such as a pretty house guest... 
definitely on the make, and with a whim of iron 


Illustrated by John Norcros3 
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A better understanding between men and 


women is expected as a result of the forth- 
coming “Sexual Behavior of the Human 
Female.” So Chatelaine went to its author 


to discuss some of his findings. 





LASSROOMS were settling to the morning’s work and professors could 
be seen at desks in small open-doored studies along the way. Nothing 
very different from the dozen seasoned university buildings I'd been 
in. Nothing except that the particular professor [ had come to visit 

had, in less than two years, become a name as well known around the globe 
as Einstein, Freud, Darwin. 

Alfred C. Kingey’s first book, “Sexual Behavior of the Human Male,” 
became almost overnight a best seller. [It concerns the most fascinating 
subject in the world—US and how we act. It is the greatest mass survey 
of normal sex activity in our society. And now the second massive report is 
heing compiled, “Sexual Behavior of the Human Female.” 

To Dr. Kinsey’s knowledge I was the first Canadian woman to take 
this interview, and answer the questions which he and his associates ask 
in gathering material. The interview took place on his own home territory 
—the old Indiana University Biology Building in Bloomington. 

I found the doctor a big man, sandy of hair and complexion, friendly 
— but with an immediate aura of reserve. | found him earnest and absorbed 
in his life work. He instinctively inspires the belief that he is a great 
man, and that one day his work will have a most profound effect on our 
whole social structure. 


Like a Doctor’s Office 


When I first stepped into his office I was as disturbed at the prospect 
of revealing the most intimate details of my life, as any one of our Chate- 
laine readers would be. But in very short order I was taking a completely 
objective view and finding the interview as clinical and impersonal as an 


sreatest 


examination by a doctor. I was an infinitesimal cog in one of the g 


fact-finding projects ever undertaken. 

Many of the questions I was asked had to do with my childhood develop- 
ment, both physical and mental, and the psychological adjustments I made 
in important adolescent years. My attitude in answering the questions 
was to be as honest and as accurate as I could. Because. as I watched the 
work being done, saw the thousands of files, curves, charts, I sensed that 


foundations were being laid for happier and better adjusted boys and girls, 
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more lasting marriages and more comfortable individuals, at ease with 
the world, I believe the facts being brought to light by the thousands of 
men and women who delve into their own consciousness, experiences 
and recollections, under the clear scientific guidance of the survey, will be 
of great importance to medical and psychiatric workers, to intelligent peopie 
who view with growing alarm the ever-increasing physical and mental 
illness traceable to sex maladjustments. I believe these facts will probe the 
cause and point the way to the cure for many of our divorces. But more 
important, | believe they will lead to a healthier relationship between men 
and women—will help parents in the problem of sex education and prepara- 
tion for family life. 

Dr. Kinsey makes no attempt to solve the problems which he brings 
to light. He presents them as a pure scientific study in cold statistical form. 
lt is up to others to make use of his findings—to attempt a solution to 
ihe sex maladjustments brought about by moral codes in conflict with 
natural instincts. 

Here are some of the facts which we will be faced with when this second 
Look is completed. 

Men and women are as far apart, sexually, as the poles. Women in 
our society today do not appear to have either the needs or desires for 
sex expression to nearly the same degree as men, who are in their own 
social, cultural and economic groups—the men these women will marry. 
And yet, by our moral codes we have established matrimonial monogamy 
—one man and one woman living together with the ideal of a permanent 
ind faithful relationship. Because greater companionship, community of 
interests in both work and leisure activities have been achieved between 
men and women, we’ve taken it for granted that our sexual pattern is also 


similar. But so basically different is the physiological and psychological 
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in his life work.” 


makeup of the average man and woman that it is practically impossible 
between them for complete understanding of sex needs. Yet, here is the 
most potent life force in joint human relationships. 

The second important revelation of the present survey will be that in 
any given group of women with similar backgrounds, there is tremendously 
wide variation between individuals. This is quite contrary to the discoveries 
made by the survey on men where there was great similarity in the three 
educational groups—pre-high school, high school graduates and university 
students. 

We also know now that the sex force is not an adolescent development. 
It is an impulse right from the cradle. In boys, sex attitudes are set up 
by the time they’re three years old, and at the age of 16 according to 
the Kinsey report, 95% of boys have sex patterns fixed for life. 

It is not fully known yet what the study of women will reveal in this 
respect, but conclusive proof is coming through that girls achieve full 
sex maturity from 10 to 12 years later than boys. In other words, the 
boy of 16 is at the same place sexually as the woman 26. And yet emotion- 
ally and physically a girl matures earlier thar. a boy. 


Frigidity in Women 


Here are further problems which social scientists will have presented 
to them when the survey is completed. 

It is shown that large numbers of women after the first years of marriage 
and the birth of one or two children, apparently lose interest in sex expres- 
sion—while their husbands definitely do not. And, although love and 
sex expression may go hand in hand in many happy unions, they can never 


he completely merged. A wife may love + Continued on page 59 
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“1 found the doctor a big, sandy- 
huired man, earnest, and absorbed 
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Marilyn models our cover suit of 
sampler blue wool crepe. She's 
chosen the suit-dress style for wear 
now, and later under her fur coat. 
The skirt doubles with a variety of 
blouses and sweaters, while the jack- 
et will dress up any of her last year’s 
skirts, Pattern No. 2747. 


Its a party! Marilyn pirouettes before her mir- 
ror for last-minute inspection before He arrives. 
Her peacock-blue taffeta has a whittle waistline 
and full-flaring skirt. She'll vary it with differ- 
ent-colored flowers and velvet sashes. Pattern 


No, 2412, 


Any Bright Girl 


by MILDRED SPICER, Fashion Editor 







Marilyn packs for college. Her grey mix jumper has deep side 
pockets outlined in saddle stitching. For classes shell wear u 
with a warm sweater one time, a casual blouse the next. She 
chooses grey because it wears well with everything she already has. 
Her second choice is copper tan. She’s taking easily washed nylon 
slips and cotton petticoats, bright sweaters and little tailored blouses 
that will go with her skirts, suit and jumper, Pattern No, 2705, 
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Can Sew... 


. .. and so naturally can you! Take Marilyn Lavis, for example. She’s a bright 
teen-ager from Vaughan Road Collegiate, in Toronto, and as nimble running up a 
flat fell seam on the sewing machine as she is running through an arpeggio on the piano. 
This fall she'll attend the Royal Conservatory of Music, and already she’s made plans 
for the swish new wardrobe, which will see her through all the wonderful fun of 
dashing for lectures and rushing off to college parties. Marilyn finds that by making 
her own she saves on her clothes allowance besides getting exactly what she wants. But 
before she begins, she bones up on what’s stvle-wise this season and then haunts the 
fabric departments until she finds the right ones for her. And the right fabrics this 
year are terrific! Corduroy, velveteen, tweed (back after a long absence), fine-ch@écked 
wools and bright-patterned tafieta. Browns are good again and all the tones of copper, 
rust, sulphur yellow, cinnamon, beige. Winter navy will be more sophisticated than 
black for evening, and teal blue is a newsworthy color, When you buy your patterns 
look for pockets galore-—kangarco-size. like Marilyn's jumper... tinyones..that 
funnel from shoulder to waistline. Hemlines are shorter so pick up your skirts from 
last year. Just one month to go—to make or remake your fall wardrobe. And we can 
almost hear those sewing machines whirring! * 





Fabrics courtesy Wesley Mason; wardrobe 
designs by Simplicity Patterns. For pattern 
prices and details for ordering see page 59 
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Half ’n half. Another double feature that can pair 
off. Marilyn decorates for the school dance in a 
flared skirt of windowpane plaid that gets double 
billing for extra-curricular activities. She wears it 
with a belt to match her russet gabardine blouse. 
Later she'll do a double switch with tricky fob belts. 
Blouse Pattern No. 1403; skirt No. 2666. 


Time out to dream of her Saturday knight. Teddy seems to approve of 
her smart white crepe pyjamas with their bright red dots worn with a 
matching red housecoat. She'll have two pairs of cotton broadcloth tom- 
boy p.j’s too . . . one pair in white and the other in red. This way her 
perky little housecoat doesn’t get left out. Marilyn’s got the right idea 
she’s a nine-to-nine scholar in school and style. Pattern Nos, 2549 
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Illustrated by Stanley Dersh 


Hon't Call It Love 


by Rachel Thornton 


HE BRIGHTLY colored beach umbrellas were growing fewer, the 

shrieks of the children advancing and retreating before the eternal 

° : movement of the waves were less strideni, the warmth of the 

Here she Was, a charming happily sun blazing high in the brilliant blue arc of the sky was welcome 
: now. Summer was almost over. 

married woman... held spellbound Face down on her beach towel, deliberately relaxing each muscle 

of her slim well-tended body, conscious of the nagging pressure of her 

by the love of a bov who wedding ring against her forehead, Alicia Pyne waited. The last time 

¢ she had raised her neat dark head to look at the wrist watch propped 


| against the bottle of suntan oil it had been quarter to 12 and that had 


had noth 


been years, ages, aeons, ago. Any minute now 
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The placid mask of Alicia’s pretty face revealed none of her seething resentment 
toward these wretched children who had spoiled her evening alone with Kirk. 


And then she heard the tiny slip-slip of sand against bare feet. 

Now Alicia Pyne was a nice woman. a thoroughly nice woman. She 
was an excellent housekeeper, as good a mother as she was allowed 
to be by “‘little Alicia” who was storming through her late adolescence 
and who topped her mother by three inches, and she was a devoted 
wife to Ralph Pyne. They had been married for 18 years and they were 
an exceptionally happy couple. She liked, admired and respected Ralph 
—in short, she loved him. He was as necessary to her, as integral a part 
of her life as breathing. But breathing—no one trembles and glows 
with delight at the miracle of breath and the days when Alicia’s heart 
had pounded at the sight of Ralph, at the sound of his voice, were over. 
For the wonder and the glory had been substituted deep and mutual 
affection and consideration, and they had become exactly what the world 


means by “a devoted couple.” Which is a very good thing indeed to be. 


The only thing which distinguished them from 10,000 other happy, 
prosperous, middle-aged couples was Alicia’s appearance. There was 
not a grey hair on her dark head, her creamy skin was as soft and 
unlined as a child’s, her eyes were as bright as her step was light, and to 
the exasperated envy of her friends she could still put on a size 12 dress 
and wear it out of the shop with no alterations whatever. Even now, 
in the merciless light of a seaside noon, you would have taken her for 
20 instead of 36. 


“Alicia.” 


SHE LAY MOTIONLESS, pretending to be asleep for the pleasure of 
hearing Kirk say her name again. Her husband’s name, you will remem- 
ber, was Ralph, and he was at the moment 342 miles from the beach 


where Alicia was lying, endeavoring to + Continued on page 23 
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Unmarried scientists, engineers, nurses and secretaries live in the 
_staff hotel. If they marry, they go on the waiting list for a house. 





From eight in the morning, when all the men are whisked off to Chatk 
River, until five, we are a village of women and children only. 





We like the simplicity here. We work and play together—usually taking 
the children along. The Community Centre is crowded all the time. 


says Maida Parlow French 


Only young people live here. 
Everyone has financial security. 


There are no slums, no unemployment, no private 


property, and no in-laws. 
The birth rate is the highest in Canada. 


Their play is organized by the most active commu- 
nity centre in the country — and their work is the 


solving of one of the mysteries of the universe. 


All of it happens in Deep River, Ontario. 


VERYBODY came here to escape,” said Barbara Scott, one of the 
pretty young nurses employed by National Research Council at 
Deep River. 

‘What do they want to escape?” I asked. 

“Problems,” she shrugged. 

Dr. Warwick Knowles, a physicist on the Atomic project, doesn’t 
agree with Barbara. ‘Some of us came here for exactly the opposite 
reason,” he told me. “What a person needs is a problem.”” Both these 
people are living happily in Deep River. 

If you ‘ourney north from Ottawa on Highway No. 17 for 140 
miles you will come to an arrow pointing into the forest. DEEP RIVER, 
it says. 

The Mounties used to guard this entrance. Now you may drive in, 
but you cannot stay unless as the guest of someone living in the village. 

Most villages grow up slowly around industries and factories. Deep 
River was created. It is the only example in Canada of a community 
planned by the Federal Government since the war. On the Ottawa 
River, in full view of the Laurentians, Deep River is a residential colony 
in the pine forest designed to accommodate families of the atomic 
scientists and operational staffs of Canada’s Nuclear Fission Plant at 
Chalk River. 

Every weekday morning at five minutes to eight all the men come 
out of their houses on our street. A green bus winds along, picks them 
up and whisks them off to the Chalk River Plant 12 miles away through 
the forest, and we ave left until five o’clock, a village of women and 
children. 

Populated almost entirely by young people in their twenties, Deep 
River has the highest birth rate in Canada. When I asked our next- 
door neighbor, Isabel Clayton, how this village differed from other 
places, she said: “because all the men work together, and all the women 
shop together, and the children all go to the same school.” 

All women do not shop at the same time, however. If you go down- 
town after lunch, you find women without children. Women with 
children do their shopping “after naps” Mrs. Clayton explains. ‘You 
can meet your husband getting off the bus and he can help you carry 
parcels home.” 

An old Indian campsite is the centre of the town. Between shelving 
slopes of pine, spruce and birch, the road in from the highway leads 
down to this area. And here, “after naps,” the mothers congregate to 
gossip. Who is having a baby? Who has come to town? Who has 
gone’ Gay fresh-faced girls, they appear, in sweaters and slacks pushing 
baby carriages with the groceries in their + Continued on page 34 
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The air is soft, the sky is blue, 
And all outdoors is calling you. 

So throw your kitchen cares away — 
Let Campbell’s be your cook today! 





ate 


COME ON... 


—o : SS nalts teas sia te its Summer! 


Made to a matchless recipe 


he . 
“~s2 from specially-grown tomatoes More ho 
, P u 
and golden table butter. No rs out of doors for you, 
wonder it’s “the soup most these lovely days... when you serve 
folks like best’”’. Why not try Campbell’s Soups as your one hot 


this tempting menu? . 
dish. They’re delicious, 1 ishi 
. ,n 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup ourishing 


Cold roast beef sandwiches —and quick as a wink to fix! Here 


Olive and pickle garnish are three popular soups, with menus + et ad 
: 7 > " 
Strawberries with cream that you may want to try. 
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. OOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL sou 
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| ; CAMPBELLS BEEF NOODLE SOUP 
i . 

Here’s a prime favorite with ’ 

children and husbands! They ; ;, CAMPBELL'S VEGETABLE SOUP 
? love its generous pieces of beef, : , Fifteen garden vegetables in 
. the rich, full flavor of its beef ie i , a homey beef stock—why, it’s 
stock, its golden egg noodles. A al } almost a meal in itself! Spoons 
, grand main dish! For example: ¢ fly when this delicious and fill- 
| / f ing soup comes on the table. 
, Fd ? Comphelt's Boot Needle Soup Serve it for lunch or supper: 
y Fruit salad ’ 
5 ‘ : : Nut bread and é ' Campbell’s Vegetable Soup 
’ cream cheese sandwiches Cold meat piatter 






Potato salad 
Cherries and cookies 





CAMPBELL’S ARE CANADA'S FAVORITE SOUPS 


etme i: 








AUTOMATIC 


oT 


MIX-FINDER 
eee! 


All the every- 
day mixing 
speeds are 
plainly indi- 
cated. Easy-to- 
see, easy-to- 
PtP 





PA Un a ue | 
CU le 
bow! automatically, 
ee a et | 
and bow!-speed UNI- 
FORM. Yow never 
need turn bow! or slow 
it down by hand. 


POWERFUL MOTOR 


Potented-governor controlled motor delivers 
Full Power on all speeds. Beoters never vary 
their speed as botter thins-out or thickens-up 
whether set Slow or Fast, for EVEN mixing 


. ENJOY NEW FREEDOM FROM THE TIRING ARM-WORK OF 
) COOKING, BAKING, GETTING MEALS 


Only the new Sunbeam Mixmaster gives you all these 
special advantages you want and deserve when you buy 
a food mixer. So be sure the mixer you get (or the one 
you receive as a gift) is the original and the ONLY 
Mixmaster. There's only ove by that name. Mixmaster 
puts that EXTRA deliciousness, EXTRA success into 
i every recipe. Over five million enthusiastic users are its 
best advertisements. Though tremendous popularity has 
made Sunbeam Mixmasters scarce, despite constantly 
growing production—ho/ld to your purpose and be richly 
rewarded. See your dealer. 


a 





SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LIMITED 
TORONTO 9, ONT. 





Hew AULOMAIIA 
sUICE EXTRACTOR 


cae a 
avtomatically jog- 
PM Me ae) 
Pa Ce eh 
of the pulp. Fast. 
Easy-to-use. Easy- 
to-clean. 


Wet KUTOMATIC 


BOWL-SPEED CONTROL 
m 
1 i 


AUTOMATIC 
BEATER-EJECTOR 








Tit the handie—out drop beaters 
individually, for easy cleaning. No 
pulling. No messy fingers 
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Famous tor Sintbedm TOASTER, IRONMASTER, COFFEEMASTER, SHAVEMASTER, 
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Stormy Weather 


Continued from page 8 


knees before the Talisman and the 
White Queen, always a target for aphis. 


meat wac har a2" rT os bx b..e.ts I oe 
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This s 
own, and she met it each day with 
surprised happiness. There was a half- 
opened yellow bud on a bush that had 
never bloomed before. 

The back gate opened and Pinkey 
Ann came into the yard, muttering. 

She was a large colored woman who 
had cooked for the Pentields until they 
rightfully belonged to her, and this morn- 
ing she let it be seen that she was dis- 
pleased about something. The Pen- 
fields had too much company for one 
thing. Pinkey Ann was the soul of 
hospitality but to a limited degree. Too 
much of anything was enough. 

This was a working day and she wore 


her working clothes. A pair of John’s 


abandoned shoes and her skirt pinned 
up around her knees draggled against 
i¢ wet weeds of a vacant jot she had 
taken as a short cut. Her hair was 
“wrapped” under her head handkerchief 
but for all her air of abstraction she saw 
everything. There 
was Miss Mary 
dirtying herself with 
those flowers of hers, 
and tracking mud 
on the floor when 
she came in to 
breakfast. Flowers 
were all right in 


bells ring; 


their place they 
belonged: with a air; 


burying and plenty 
was not too much 
for a grave—but to 
see a lady with a hoe 
in her hand at six 
in the morning was 


try fair. 


do: 


é or two, 
unseemly. 


“*Washday,” she 
muttered, ‘“‘and me stare 
with six-seven 
breakfas’ to get. ed there. 
Folks ask for trouble 
when they take a two-faced woman int’ 


I told Mis’ Roswell when 


that boy was born he wasn’t just right. 


the house. 


Mary gave a guilty jump. Her hands 
were a sight and there was a dash of 
earth on her cheek. “Oh, Pinkey Ann,” 
she called with false gaiety, “‘muflins for 
breakfast. And strawberries. There’s 
millions. I’ll pick them as soon as I dig 
around this Hadley.” 

But Pinkey Arn did not seem to 
hear. ““Washday. I better get me that 
biue bowl and go to pickin’ before the 
sun strikes them berries. Only way I 
ever get it done is to take it as it comes.” 


JOHN PENFIELD opened his eyes as 
the door closed on Mary’s blue denim 
legs. He had been getting awake since 
she pulled the curtain but he didn’t 
let her know it. He liked a little time to 
himself in the morning to get his face 
fixed for the day. 

A needle of gold cut across the bed 
from a crack in the curtain. A good day 
for golf. If only a fellow could get away 
from business—there was that note at 
the bank, though. This was the day he 
had to do something about it. No shilly- 
shally, put off till tomorrow. He had to 
face the music today. 

The light pierced him and he slunk 
back into his bed, clinging to the sha- 


Reflection 


By CHARLOTTE McCARTHY 


Clear water icy in the lower spring. 


My gay young spirit is as light as 


I hear there’s dancing at the coun- 


So many things that I’m longing to 
Swimming and fishing, with a hike 
But before my mirror, surprised, I 


At the grey-haired woman reflect- 


dows. Too early, his mind said. No 
need to get up yet. 

He had to get his hands on some 
a lot of money, this year. There 
She wanted to go to 


money 
was Je S¢ phine ° 
college and she needed things. Fathers 
had a common trick of pretending that 
they didn’t notice clothes—like ar 
ostrich hides his head. It was mighty 
important for a girl of 18 to have the 
right « lothes 

The Roswell boy came into his mind 

just sort of floated in. A fine boy 
George Roswell’s boy with an inherited 
business. If he and Josephine took a 
liking to one another 

The sword struck his closed eyes and 
pried them open. 1 hat note! 

He was out of bed and into the shower 
and while the cold water dashed him his 
spirit zoomed. Bully morning! He 
whistled off key, smelling coffee some- 
where. The world was all right. The 
bank would extend. It always had. 

But getting into his shut he knew 
that it wouldn’t. That interview three 
days ago had been terribie. it had 
stuck him full of knives—wounds that 
words make when they blast a man. 

Banks don’t renew any more. Banks 
trust no man’s word 
and believe in no- 
thing but cash. To 
talk to a_ banker 
about 
note Is like flattering 


Sun on the clover and the cow- a brass Buddha. 


There was such 
slathers of money 
going around the 
world, but it blew 
through John Pen- 
field’s fingers like 
feathers. 

‘“*No, Penfield. 
pay up or we'll have 
to act. Sorry.” 

That mean’ thi 
house. It meant 
Mary and Jos phine 
. . . Then suddenly 
he was thinking 
about Mary’s gar- 
den. He ought to help her stake her 
glads before he went to the office and 
from the oflice to see Walcott at the 
bank. 

Where was his grey suit? Right there 
in front of his eyes on the hanger. But 
he couldn’t see it; he had to feel the 
worsted to be sure. His stomach tied in 
a tight knot and the smell of that 
coffee made him sick. Where were his 
friends? Did a man have any friends 
when he owed an overdue note at the 
bank? 

Her voice came floating up the stairs 
—Mary’s sweet little-girl voice. “John? 
Breakfast in three minutes. Muflins.” 

The knot gave way a little. 

“Coming. All set. Coming down—” 


JOSEPHINE and her guest, Rosalind, 
were late to breakfast. Pinkey Ann 
had gone up unwillingly to call them, 
disdaining the lovely pair of roses, pink 
and white, that Mary sent with a 
gentle plea to appear before Papa got 
cross, 

Their light rippling voices preceded 
them down the stairs and Josephine 
paused at her father’s place to kiss the 
thin spot on his head as she waved the 
pink rose at her mother, 

“Darling old romantic goose.” 

Josephine had been a beauty until a 
swift girl friendship placed Rosalind 
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beside her. Now she was merely a 
pretty girl, a little too tall, making an 
awkward gesture now and then. Jose- 
phine’s big brown eyes had a startled, 
hurt look sometimes and she tried new 
ways of doing her hair. Pinkey Ann, who 
had nursed her as a baby, primped and 
pressed dresses and talked angrily to 
herself but none of it was any good, 
Josephine remained just nice-looking 
while Rosalind’s visit crept into a four- 
week period. 

Rosalind, as well as being a beauty, 
was a charming guest. It was difficult 
to think of wanting her to go. She 
unfolded John’s newspaper at the right 
place and sometimes arranged the 
dinner table in lovely, simple ways. She 
was small but not kittenish and her hair 
set itself in natural golden waves im- 
possible for fingers to imitate. There 
was always a sweet half smile upon her 
lips. 

The French doors were wide open and 
the breakfast room was a sma!l golden 
pool. Rosalind looked around her with 
delight. 

“Think of breakfasting in this room 
every morning the year around!” she 
said, awed. 

It was a plain little room with white 
curtains and green painted furniture 
that Mary had done herself, but Rosa- 
lind made it a decorator’s dream. Only 
Pinkey Ann _ disbelieved, delivering 
poached eggs with a crash. 

“It is such a beautiful day,” Mary 
said uncertainly. “‘Surely you'll change 
your mind and stay a little longer, my 
dear.” 

Rosalind mourned 
regretful eyes. 

“If I only could. But my mother is 
expecting me this afternoon. On the 
live-twenty. And Hal Roswell wants 
to drive me to Longport in his new car.” 

By picking up a train at Longport, she 
elaborated, the confusion and heat of 
starting from the city could be avoided. 
It was sweet and dear of Hal to think 
of that. 

There was no mistaking Rosalind. 
The new car would carry two passengers. 
No one else was included in the going- 
away party. 

John Penfield put down his paper and 
stared. He had never understood women 
and never would. He liked this girl 
but— 


with beautiful 


**! expected to take you in this morn- 
ing and start you off myself,” he 
protested and turned a revealing look 
upon his daughter. “And Hal Roswell— 
How’s this, Josie? Aren’t you going 
along? 1 thought you and Hal—” 
Would-be joviality fell upon frosted air. 

Pinkey Ann pushed a hot muffin 
before him. “‘Washday. I got to get 
started sometime . . .”” She was furious 
about something. She had been known 
to walk out of a house and leave an 
enormous wash behind her. 

Josephine became very gay. ‘‘Oh, 
papa, didn’t you ever hear that three’s a 
crowd?”’ She warned her friend. ‘Be 
careful to explain that you and Hal 
aren't eloping. The paper might send a 
reporter after you.” 

Rosalind said in a silvery voice. “I 
should never elope. I want a real wed- 
ding. Cake and flower girls and organ 
music. Everything solemn. My 
grandmother’s real lace veil—oh, a 
lovely wedding. I’ve dreamed of it.” 
She even spoke dreamily; one could see 
the wedding just around the corner. 
** Josephine will be my chief bridesmaid, 





of course,” she told Mary with a divine 
blush. 

John Penfield pushed back his chair. 
He had lost what appetite he had and 
he saw that his own little girl wasn’t 
touching her food either. 

“Til say good-by now, then. . 

It promised to be a brief ceremony, a 
stiff, middle-aged handshake from a 
man whose own women counted over 
the rest of their kind. 

But Rosalind couldn’t bear that. All 
men must like her; all ages. 
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comment on one 


Kraft uses fragrant vinegar and spices smoothly blended 


with fine salad oil and eggs. Try it... very soon. 


he 


particular mayonnaise 


PURE LEMON JUICE gives this 


famous mayonnaise refreshing piquancy. With it, 


“Oh, dear,” she murmured pressing 
his fingers in her warm palm. “If my 
things were packed I’d go into the city 
with you—in spite of the heat and the 
long tiresome waiting. I’m afraid it 
looks odd for Hal—but he did insist.” 

There was quite a little 
protest from the Penfields. 

“No—no.” Josephine out-protested 
her parents. ‘‘We can’t have mother 
jealous. And what would Hal think if 
vou left him in the lurch?” 

Hal arrived as his name was men- 


storm of 








ANN are 
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“Jane said ie 4 
that was KRAFT 
Mayonnaise on 
her salad last 
night. Wasn't 

Cc 
it superb?” 





Chatelaine, August, 1949 — 19 


tioned, but there was nothing unusual 
about that. He had been at home in the 
Penficld house since he was six. He 
dashed in, ubiquitous as an insurance 
agent, all shining. 
‘“ : : : ” 
I got my new car this morning. 


THIS WAS an announcement everyone 
had waited for for two years. When 
they all stood back stunned he began 
again. “Y6ur ole announcer speaking. 
The Mason Eight. Best Buy in th« 
market. Robin-egg blue with chrome 













RIVIERA SALAD—On a round 
chop plate arrange 5 portions of leaf 
lettuce, and in each place half of a 
pineapple slice and a slice of peeled 
orange. Within this circle arrange 
5 more small leaves of lettuce, with 
a peach half filled with red rasp- 
berries in each. Place Bing cherries 
and avocado slices between the por- 
tions of fruit. Serve with Kraft 
Mayonnaise. 
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mong those present’ 
Christies RITZ/ 





When good company and 
good food get together, 
Christie’s Ritz is usually numbered 
among those present. These 
tangy little crackers are perfect 
companions for soups, salads, 
spreads, desserts, and 
beverages. Try them at your 
next party. 


Nothin 








Pee 










CHRISTIE, BROWN AND COMPANY, 













g tastes as good as RITZ... but RITZ! 






Christie's 


BISCUITS 


Keep a supply of 
Christie’s Premium Soda 
Crackers on hand — 
they’re always depend- 
ably crisp and fresh. 
And don’t forget Chris- 
tie’s Graham Wafers, 
baked the Christie way, 
with that real Graham 
flavour. 


LIMITED 


trim. Ole On The Spot speaking for 
Mason Eights. Your announcer .. .” 

[his was supposed to be very funny 
and everyone laughed. No, not every- 


one. Not Josephine who had an unex- 


{ + 


pected lit o: coughing. 
** Coffee, Hal?’’ Mary invited. 


But it was no time for coffee. 
77 ’> 

Come and see my new bus. 
It was a sky-blue roadster. Against 
el 


1e sun and lacquered green of the 


f 
hedge it was positively dazzling. While 


the audience praised Hal explained that 


+ 


he had to go to Longport on mportant 


business for his dad. It would be a nice 


little 60-mile run for the car and he 
might even stay overnight with his 
aunt who would be hurt if he didn’t. 
Back tomorrow. 

“i 


going just to take Rosalind to her 


train?” 


said Mary. “Then vou aren't 


Hal looked puzzled for a moment. 
His thought 


. ‘ ea ol | . ect 
For moment Nis mecutn ici Open afia 


processes were not rapid. 


he had an absurd resemblance to John 
when he was asleep. 

Rosalind stepped Into the breach. 
“Why not?” she enquired smoothly. 
“T’m making the one twenty, aren’t 1? 
It will give us time for a hurry-up 
lunch. I can stop and see your aunt’s 
farm, too. I adore farms. | hope there 
are seme darling little-eaives:” 

There was nothing to be said. 

Pinkey Ann bulked tn the doorway 
front doors and back were ail the same 
for her except on state occasions. 

“Telefoam form Miss Neale and the 
groc’ry man’s here, Miss Mary.” 

John kissed Mary and got into his 
own car and drove away and unexpect- 
edly Hal and Josephine were left alone 
in the presence f the new roadster. 

Hal did not try to be funny any 
more. The radio announcer vas sub- 
merged in the unnatural silence. He 
moved a step nearer Josephine and she 
automatically removed herself. Her 
brown hand lay lightly on the sleek 
blue flank of the new car. 

“Why aren’t you coming with us, 
Jo? You know I want you to come.” 

She laughed; quite a good imitation 
of Rosa 


“T can’t think of anything more 





ind’s silvery trill. 


exciting than a trip to Longport. Only 
ve been there betore. | simply couldn’t 
get worked up about it,” 

Bewilderment struggled against the 
youth in his face. He was no better a 
reader of the woman-mind than John 
Penfield himself. 

““Nobody’s worked up about any- 
thing. I simply said that I had to go to 
Longport He blushed. You don’t 
repeat what women say to you. And 
oddly, he couldn’t remember now what 
Rosalind had said, only he knew that she 
was going along. She was in the house 
now getting her bags ready. How the 
devil had it happe ned that way? 

“You won’t be here for the club 
dance tonight, will you?” Josephine 
asked tn an interested voice. 

“No. Oh, I. say—”’ He suddenly 
remembered that he always took 
Josephine to the Friday night dances. 
Only the last two times he had been 
with Rosalind and Josephine with 
Walk Hastings—all in the same ear, the 
same party except that it hadn’t been 
the same. It just happened that way. 

She was smiling brilliantly. 

*“Waik and I will miss you two. It’!| 


seem odd, going alone.”’ 


She wore a pale yellow linen dress and 





there was a yellow rose and one large 
pearl button on her breast. Her hair 
and eves were the color of chestnuts. 
There was a blaze on her cheeks and 
under her lashes. 

“1 think Rosalind would stay ove: 
for the dance if you asked her. But of 


course you'll have a lovely time it 
Longport. I know your aunt will like 
her. Evervone does.” 

$F o ” 


Phe household appeared. Timmy, the 
handy man, borne down with bags and 
tennis rackets: Rosalind herself in dove- 
grey crepe and a little hat framing her 
face with some soft fuzzy stuff.  In- 
stantly all other beauty vanished. 

The day was not quite so bright. 
There was a haziness through which the 
sun shone with the heat of brass. 
Leaves wilted and freshness was gone 
from the panting air. 

Mary looked troubled. “‘Il wonder if 
the weather is changing,” she fretted. 
“The su:vis-too hot. ~f-wanted to-stake 
mv glads.’’ She was thinking of John 
and that he had promised to help her 
She hadn’t missed the strange look he 
tried to hide from her. Half her mind 
was with him and the other half buzzed 


around these children who didn’t seem 
to know what they wanted. 

Pinkey Ann came around the house 
With a forgotten umbrewa: Re 

“You going to need this fore you get 
where you’re going.” 

She thrust the ivory handle in Rosa- 
lind’s hand and under cover of farewells 
addressed herself ominously to the 
sulking Roswell boy. “You might 
need this somethin’, too. Put it in your 
pocket and remember to take it out an’ 
look at it good when you get bothered 
ibout what to do. Man, it'll talk right 
back at you.” 

“What is it—rabbit’s foot?” enquired 
young Mr. Roswell with a pale smile. 

le knew how Pinkey Ann had to be 
humored and slipped the package in 
the pod Ket of his coat. 

“Hah. A warnin’ that'll keep trouble 
off’n your coat-tail. Now you get dat 
uppity woman on de train—hear me? 
Don’t do no stoppin’ to look at little 
calfs or a peck of rabbits’ - footses 
wouldn’t help you out.” 

Pinkey Ann was just a spoiled old 
colored woman. Rosalind touched his 

htly. “Don’t let us lose a 
moment of this glorious day.”” The blue 
car flashed in the sun, an elm tree 
dipped. The street was empty. 

Mary forgot her glads. She put her 
arms around Josephine. 

““Come in the house, darling. We'll 
choose a dress for tonight. No tennis 
today. It’s much too warm.” 


Josephine had turned into a stranger. 
At the door she pulled away from het 
mother and her face was still and cold. 

““Let me alone. Please, mother, | 
want to be alone. I don’t want anyone 
not anyone. Do you understand?” 


THUNDERHEADS rolled up in the 
West and the whole sky darkened. 
These black boiling clouds piled like 
mountains and each was rimmed with a 
ribbon of brass. A strange weird light 
lay over everything and the air was dead 
and waiting. There was hail behind 
those clouds; a roll of thunder shook 
their inky blackness—an invisible mon- 
ster knocking on the door of the world. 
The air shivered cold for a moment 
and then the knife blade of lightning 
was laid upon it, 
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Mary and Pinkey Ann ran about 
closing windows and doors and dragging 
in cushions, bumping into each other, 
but upstairs Josephine stood by a 
window pressing her face against the 
vlass. The first gust of rain assaulted 
the house and the panes streamed for a 
moment before a fusillade of hail began 
to pound on the roof. Thunder and 
rain and hail beat upon the house but 
the cry of pain in Josephine’s heart was 
louder. It was the first pain she had 
ever known. 

The door was locked. Mary came and 
called, trembling and crying a little 
because she was shut out but the door 
would not open for her. In the kitchen 
below Pinkey Ann mumbled about the 
ways of the Lord. Locked doors had 
never been in the Penfield house; it was 
a new and terrible way of behaving, 
locking Miss Mary out of a room in her 
own house. 

But Josephine did not know or care. 
She was-not ever in that room. She was 
shut into a close little blue car with Hal 
and Rosalind; she was rushing away 
with them to some unknown destina- 
tion but her presence could not keep 
them apart and that was why her heart 
was crying. 

She would be Rosalind’s bridesmaid! 
Why must she think of that?—yet she 
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elms dipped drearily from their morning 
pride. The sky looked cooler, farther off. 

A car came lurching around the 
corner. It was a small car, completely 
covered with mud and the wheels sent 
wings of water flying from both sides. It 
turned a half circle and skidded to a 
stop before the Penfield house. 

There was confusion downstairs, doors 
Pinkey Ann’s 
voice, Mary Penfield’s voice. Josephine 
opened the door and went out into the 
hall. A covered tray was on the little 
table but she did not see it. She saw a 


opening and closing. 


mud-splattered young man rushing up 
the stairs and he was at least five years 
older than Hal Roswell had been that 
morning. Then thev met on the landing 
and she was in his arms, comfortably 
weeping against a drenched shoulder. 
They were behaving like engaged people 
and he had never even asked her to 
marry him. 

“Oh, Hal, you might have been struck 
by Jightning coming.through all that 
storm 

“Who cares about lightning. There’s 
worse things than lightning.” 

“What is worse?” 

“Letting you go to a dance with 
Walk—alone. Without me.” 

Mary’s voice warned from below. 

“Hal Roswell, get yourself out of that 





“You're Lucky to Have a Man of Your Own” 


Canada is one of the few remaining coun- 


tries where men still outnumber women. 


A thought-provoking article hy Maria Huldshinsky 


IN SEPTEMBER CHATELAINE 





could think of nothing else. She would 
walk up the aisle wearing a big hat 
and carrying a bouquet of sweet peas. 
A bridesmaid—and Hal would be 
married to someone else. 

The noise was deafening; it was like 
musketry. But it was only hail, nearly 
as big as eggs. The lawn was all speckled 
with these ice marbles come from 
strange worlds. The beaten grass was 
thick with broken leaves and flower 
petals. Hail was savage. 

Older people said that at 25 you 
wouldn’t look at the man you loved at 
18. Perhaps some day Hal would mean 
nothing at all; a vague figure, another 
woman’s husband. Perhaps she, Jose- 
phine, would meet someone else—a 
marvelous someone, rich, handsome, 
splendid! No, no, no! She would never 
be 25; she would never love anyone else. 

A voice was calling her, crying outside 
her door. 

“Darling, you haven’t had any lunch. 
Pinkey made you a tray 
please, open the door.” 

Pinkey Ann never made trays unless 
someone was ill. Was she ill? Her head 
felt very queer. A pang struck at the 
pit of her stomach. Could it be that 
she was hungry? Only coffee and three 
strawberries for breakfast. 

The hail stopped as suddenly as it 
had begun and now a different rain came 
down fine, and straight and grey. The 
ice-eggs melted palely in the prostrate 
grass. The street was in flood and the 


. please— 


wet coat this minute. And Pinkey is 

furious because you’ve tracked the 

stair carpet. Come down at once, both 

of you, and get some hot coffee and 
© %” 

something to eat. 


JOHN PENFIELD came out on an 
early train. He could not hold his 
happiness. He had to see if the house 
was still there, and Mary and Josephine. 

A tired sun was struggling through 
the thin clouds and there were great 
patches of lovely blue where later the 
moon would float serenely. The earth 
smelled fresh and there were other new 
smells from broken twigs and bruised 
leaves. Mary saw him coming and her 
heart leaped to meet the youngness in 
his walk. 

“Oh, John, something wonderful has 
happened!” 

“I should say so. Who do you think 
came to see me today?” 

“But he couldn’t. He’s been here for 
hours.” 

He didn’t hear her. 

“My old friend, Ted Collins, from the 
Coast. You’ve heard me mention him— 
big cattle man. One of the best ranches 
in B.C. He’s made a killing tn beef. 
Regular fellow, too.” 


Mary dismissed boyhood friend 


s 
with a nod. 

‘** Ask him for dinner if you like, dear. 
Oh, John, let me tell you before Jose- 
phine comes. I really believe it’s serious 
between those children, Josephine and 
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MRS. RONALD DENTON, 
attractive young leader of Montreal society. 
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99 
when the Avon Representative called at my home CAC Dita’ 


“Like all women, I enjoy buying cosmetics,” says Mrs. 
Denton, “but buying the AVON WAY is a special pleasure! It's 
so convenient to have these wonderful Avon 


Cosmetics brought right to your home by the 







Avon Representative. There, in comfort- 
able privacy, you select every 
beauty product you need.” 
Throughout Canada, lovely 
women like Mrs. Denton look 
forward to the friendly 
Avon Representative’s call. 
Welcome her when she 


comes to your home. 
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JELLO Treavs 


Here are dishes to catch the eye and capture the fancy of 
even the most sophisticated. And what makes them very, very 


special, is that this gorgeous-looking salad 


ling desserts . . . taste even better than they look. Yet like all 


and these spark- 


Jell-O dishes, they're easy enough, and thrifty enough, for every 
day. Enjoy the exciting color and exclusive “locked-in” Jell-O 
flavor — plain, or quickly, easily varied as suggested here and on 
the packages. Seven delicious flavors. Look for the big red 


“JELL-O" letters on the box. 
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A SUPER SupPER Dis 


Jade Ring Salad: Dissolve 1 package Lime Jell-O 
Jelly Powder in 2 cups hot water. Pour #4 cup into 
mould; chill. Whip remainder, blend with 1 cup 


stasoncd vegetables, | cup cottage cheese, 42 cup 
mayonnaise; let set over plain layer. For large 
mould, double the recipe. 











Jell-O is a trade-mark 
owned by 
General Foods, Limited 


A Product of 
Genera! Foods 


Whats found only in 9eltO ? 







A GEM OF A DESSERT 


(Left) Simple — but oh, so elegant. 
Cherry Jell-O, with yellow-ripe banana 
slices added when the Jell-O is slightly 
thickened. Chill in individual moulds 
. . . garnish with maraschino cherries 
and mint leaves. 


that "locked-in Jell-O Flavor ! 


M-m-M-M WONDERFUL! 


(Below) A flaky baked tart shell, filled with 
slightly thickened Orange Jell-O, garnished with 
strawberry preserve. And—a dessert glass of 
sparkling Lime Jell-O, with “flower” garnish of 


marshmallow and maraschino 
cherry. Simple—yet these two 
desserts couldn’t be more 
delightful. 
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Ha He dr € back througn a that 
storm r sked nis fi nost ist to 
KCeCD r trom going t the ib dance 

th Walker Hastings. Did you ever 

ar of t gs r, so foolish? 
An > iviz mut S ce tnas ist a 
» girl a r. | know. John, are 
you listening? 

. - + ats ed sut his eal 
m < ” ) t Ted s 
What r Ifa ar id one sucl 
Irier fetime it 11d be enough 
N ) t . xcuses. Old Ted 
had tak ta his stride. “Anything 
I cance er, b ». old man?” 

J n Pe €i nad tne cheque n h Ss 
poOcKet It 4 ivainst Nis rips So ith lg 

s the balir { Gilea and the wonder 

as aii the worid was coiored DY a 
paie green Silp Ol paper. The house was 
his own again. He was master of his 
ou 


“Huh? W hat’s all this? Well. | won't 


. . 
nave 1 Mar ive been putting 
nonsensé¢ that child's head. Serious 
sa 
Dr x ; 
Dusk was a long time coming. The 
sun iingered on the treetops whcre birds 
I 
: ‘ ; 
twittered uneasily damp nests. A 
c ! ' I I 
frog sang hoarsely from the fish pool. It 


was a perfect evening. 
| ; | alan ‘ 
Hal Roswell came in the family car 


to tz ke Josep 


hine Tr 
Dane iaestatone 
-. 2 ' ' ’ 

It was early but he couldn’t stay away. 
r a eo ae na 

They could drive for a while. The pave- 


ments were washed clean and white; 


' 


automobile lights were already swooping 
out of nowhere, vanishing again. 

Jose phine wore a white dress and her 
arms and neck were apricot. The damp 
curled her hair tn three great waves. 

“Is your dad sore at me about some- 
thing? He looked sort of —of queer 
when we passed him on the porch.” 

She laughed gaily, happily, inde- 
pendently. 

“Oh, I don’t know. You can never 
tell what fathers are thinking about. 
Perhaps he doesn’t like the idea of —” 

“Our getting married sometime?” 

There it was in plain language. 
Loud and unafraid. 

“He'll have to get used to the idea, 
then, for there’s where we’re headed. 
Just as soon as | get through college—” 

How terribly grown up, how secure, 
how masterful was Hal since that 
morning. It was a miracle. 

Josephine felt small and helpless and 
she loved it. 

“Tell me, Hal. Why did you come 
back like that? It wasn’t just because of 
Walk. You never imagined that I cared 
for him. It was something else.” 

He swallowed twice. He didn’t want 
Josephine to laugh at him 

“A funny thing happened—maybe 
you can see something tn it. You know 
old Pinkey Ann-—she’s a queer one. 
Well, this morning when we—when | 
was leaving, she sort of slipped me a 
little package; told me to look at it if I 
got buzzed up about anything. Well, 
when we got to the farm—my aunt's 
place--Rosalind wanted to stop to look 
at some calves but IT thought we had 
better go on, and just to see I sort of felt 
in my pocket for the package and it 
came loose somehow and my _ pocket 
was all filled with—’”’ 

Josephine couldn’t imagine. It was 
thrilling to have a mystery with Hal. 
But she said sweetly: “Oh, do tell me 
quick. I can’t wait.” 

He gave her a solemn look and a slow 
dark color came into his face. 


“You wouldn’t guess ina year. Rice.’ 


isn't she?’ 
<< ait 


; . ' 
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“Rice?” 

** Pac kage of rice.” 

She was appalled. 

earth? Sometimes I 
half crazy. Mother 


” 


“But what on 
think Pinkey ts 
thinks she is wonderful, though. 

“She is wonderful.’” He was so earnest 
that she became earnest, too. ** Pinkey 
knows what it’s all about. You see, the 
wav she reasoned was this. There I was, 
going off to Longport and a storm was 
coming up. We could have had an acci- 
dent or she could have missed her train 

and--and Rosalind can make a thing 
look anv wav she wants it to look. And 
all the way over she had been talking 
about cloping and getting married and 
what fun it would be to surprise people. 
It was just talk until I felt that rice in 
my pocket and then I knew.” He put 
his arm around Josephine and held to 
“Oh, I knew right 
away that it was a warning. I drove 
Rosalind to the station and dumped her 
off and then I beat it for home. The 
storm was just starting but w hat did | 


her as to security. 


care? J had to get bome—to my own 
girl, and if there was any rice flying 
around | wanted her in on it—”’ 

The silence lasted until Josephine 
said tn a far-away voice. 

““Pinkey Ann is rather wonderful, 


oe 


MARY HAD been splashing around in 
rubbers while the davlight lasted. It 
was nothing at all to put stakes in the 
ground when it was so soft. The hollv- 
hocks bent double, their coarse, fibrous 
leaves rasping her hands, but she loved 
every one. Tomorrow when the sun 
came out they’d be wonderful again. 

She went along the trench rescuing 
prone glads with a practiced hand, It 
was getting late. John would scold tf 
she was any muddier than this. 

She sank on the step below him and 
surreptitiously kicked off her rubbers. 

“The garden isn’t ruined after all.” 
She sighed from pure happiness. “Isn't 
it strange that nothing is ever so bad 
as it scems at first? Next summer I’m 
going to have a wild flower plot. Storms 
never hurt wild flowers. I have a million 
plans for next summer. We might even 
have the house done over.” She sighed 
again. Such a wonderful day to come 
out right just before it was over. 

Pinkey Ann sat on the kitchen step, 
Ler head wrapped up against the damp. 
She was getting on and damp sank into 
her bones. She had seen enough of 
white folks and their foolishness but the 
time had not yet come to cease marvel- 
Ing. 

She could wash tomorrow—no berries 
to pick; no Miss Highty-Tighty to wait 
on. And that brought her to think of the 
car that had come for Miss Josephine— 
Mrs. Major Roswell’s own car, no less. 
And Mr. Hal getting out and standing 
bareheaded while Josephine ran 


meet him 


down to 
her hret 
Rs (8k 


23 


She was we 


white dress and nobody stopped her. 


All the time supper was gettin 


oo 
7 
Me 


organdie had been on the ironing boarc 
having the ruffles pressed and after all 
the child had put on her best white. She 
couldn’t wait, either. She had to go 
to meet him. Her mother, Miss Mary, 
had never behaved in that free way. 
But Pinkey Ann knew white folks 
and she was not surprised. She knew 
that there was no gratitude in them- 
especially not in the young ones, but 
such as they were she had to put up with 
them because they belonged to her. # 
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Don't Call It Love 


Continued from page 15 


persuade a Mr. Witherspoon to take out 
a larger insurance policy. 

** Alicia.” 

A trickle of sand slid between her 
shoulder blades and she lifted her head 
to smile up at the boy who stood above 
her. Had anyone ever been so hand- 
some, she wondered. It wasn’t possible. 
He was unique, incredible, a reincarna- 
tion of Pan himself and he was 14 years 
younger than she was. 

‘“*] was asleep. Kirk, you are a bully.” 

The imputation of power 
pleased him—why else had she said it? 

and he dropped down beside her, 


veiled 


smiling. 

‘Look, tutoring those kids only leaves 
me about an hour a day to spend with 
you and | don’t intend to waste it.” 

She turne' her head to hide the 
pleasure in her eyes. 

“You’ve got a marvelous job,” she 
told him. 

“Sure. I’m lucky to have it. But 
you know how it is. Algebra and French 
and Latin and tennis lessons.” He 
sighed heavily. “It doesn’t even leave 
me much time for my writing. And 
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stodgy and middle-aged. You know. 
They’re always fussing about how they 
slept and what they ate and whether 
they’re too warm or too cold. Stuff like 
that,” he concluded scornfully. 

“They’re friends of Ralph’s, of my 
husband’s,” Alicia said. Better, far 
better, to tell him herself than to risk 
their telling him. Pretty little Mrs. 
Pyne—so young-looking to have a 
daughter entering college—she and her 
husband are so devoted—must have 
been married almost 20 years—oh, she 
could imagine it. “Don’t mention me to 
them. They like Ralph, but they don’t 
like me.” 

“Well,” said Kirk reasonably, “that 
shows how stupid they are. Not that 
they aren’t nice people. They’re just 
dull and elderly—(I love that word,” 
he inserted parenthetically, “‘it’s so ex- 
pressive)—and you said your husband 
was older than you.” 

“He is,” Alicia agreed quickly. She 
had suppressed the fact that Ralph was 
the older by eight months. 

‘“And then,” Kirk went on, “the 
Powells’ idea of a book is something 
light. Cheerful. Boy meets girl, boy 
gets girl. I can’t talk to them about 
my novel. I want to show what life is 
like.” 

And what is it like, Alicia wondered 
behind closed eyelids, a tiny part of her 
mind serenely aware of her sweeping 
lashes. Up to this unbelievable summer 
she had thought she knew. If you 
were fortunate, you met and married 
the person you loved and that was the 
end of that. But actually— She opened 
her eyes and looked at the perfect profile 
darkly outlined against the electric sky. 

“What life is like! You’ve set yourself 
quite an assignment,” she mocked. 

“Go ahead, tease me. But you know 
what | mean and it’s more than anyone 
else in this resort does. You’re the only 
person in the place that I can talk to. 
To find someone like you here, sur- 
rounded by all these overstuffed Bab- 
bitts—” a sunburned hand demolished 
the pretensions of the luxurious hotel 
behind them “‘—is a perfect miracle.” 

A miracle! Of course she had known 


he liked her—but a miracle! That must 
indicate ... Perhaps Alicia preferred 
not to analyze what the word indicated 
or, more accurately, what she thought 
the word indicated. 

“Ralph thought I needed a rest and 
little Alicia is away at camp,” she 
murmured. Her daughter was named 
for her. It was perfectly natural to 
call her “little Alicia,” wasn’t it? And 
she actually was at camp. There wasn’t 
any obligation to explain that she was 
there as a counselor, not as a camper, 
was there? Well then. But Alicia was, 
or had been, an exceptionally straight- 
forward person and she paid—not too 
dearly—for her deceit with a hastily 
suppressed twinge of : 
manoeuvrings. 


scorn for her 


Kirk knelt beside her, apparently as 
friendly and unself-conscious as a puppy, 
busily patting a mound of sand over 
one of her outstretched hands. 

“‘Look, Alicia, Mr. and Mrs. Powell 
are taking the kids out to dinner and 
a movie and they offered me the car. 
Why don’t you have dinner with me? 
There’s going to be a full moon tonight 
and we could drive up the beach some- 
where. We could have fun.” 

There were two phrases in this seem- 
ingly innocuous speech that struck 
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“We could have fun.” That 
was the sort of thing that had been said 
to her before she was married. Did Kirk 
think—was it possible that he might 
mean—? 

The blazing light behind him dark- 
ened his face so that she could not read 
his expression, but if there was the 
slightest possibility ... She must re- 
fuse immediately. 

“I'd love to,” she heard herself saying. 
Her voice, she noted with pleased 
surprise, was casually noncommittal. 
“About seven?” 

“Good girl.” Through the warm, 
shifting sand she felt his hand pat hers 
in approval. ‘Nineteen hundred. I'l] 
meet you on the porch. Now I’ve got 
to get back to the salt mines and try 
to pound some Latin into little Jim 
Powell’s granite skull. Nineteen hun- 
dred it is.” 


> 
moon. 


He rose in one swift easy motion and 
began, out of sheer youthful exuberance, 
to run over the white and glittering sand 
while Alicia lay watching him. An 
unwelcome, malicious imp in the back 
of her mind was occupied in calculating 
how long it was since she had seen Ralph 
run for any reason whatsoever. 


TRACING HER LIPSTICK with a 
careful hand, Alicia looked critically at 
herself in the dressing table mirror. Not 
a grey hair, not a visible flaw, but there 
was something—a shadow, a film de- 
posited by the years. Or was it just 
in her mind? To Kirk perhaps she 
looked like one of the young girls, 
graceful and noisy as gulls, who swooped 
and chattered over the beach, through 
the long shadowy corridors of the hotel. 
And if she did, if Kirk thought of her 
as young, approachable, what then? 
What would he do? What did she intend 
to do? 

Obviously, Alicia thought gloomily, 
smoothing perfume on her wrists, she 
had gone insane. Stark crazy. Here 
she was, a respectable, happily married 
woman, preparing to go out to dinner 
with an unbelievably handsome young 
man very little older than her own 


daughter She must be crazy. She 
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DAD SAYS 


DAUGHTER SAYS 


‘Whip up this Melt-in-the-Mouth fine baking powder that gives 


such perfect texture and deli- 
cate flavor to every cake you 
bake. Pure, wholesome, de- 
pendable— Magic safeguards 


“MAGIC” Peach Layer Cake! 


Luscious ripe peach-halves in a 
cloudland of snowy whipped 
cream ... topping the cake you 
baked so marvellously light 
and fluffy with Magic! Serve 
this super-treat soon and gather 
in your compliments! 

In Magic you have a uniformly 


disappointing baking failures. 

Economical too— Magic costs 
less than 1¢ per average baking. 
Write Magic Baking Powder 
down on to-day’s grocery list! 


CAKE 


LAYER 
pEACH lated 
MAGIC 1/4 cups granu 
sugar n 
‘fted sus ell beate 
1, cups S! 2e rgs, W 
‘ A cake flour, Baking 34, cuP milk ig 
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Ve SP: rrening * extrac 
10 oS set Mf putter) der and salt = 
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sift four Ma agic Cream shorten ra time, 
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would 


n't go. Put even as she decided, 
she snatched up her coat for fear the 
i tossed 


evening might turn cold and then 


it down again, more fearful of seeming 


what was Kirk’s contemptuous word? 

elderiy. 

He was waiting for her, balanced on 

the railing of the long, deserted porch, 

and he slid to his feet as she approac hed. 
“Right on the nose,” he said, and 


; " +s 
that’s a swell dress. 


added, ‘‘Gee, 
Now Alicia’s dress—dark biue and 
filmy and intricately tucked over the 
bosom and through the waist--had been 
the subject of one of the minor disagree- 
ments that occasionally—after all, they 
were only human marred the placid 
course of Ralph’s and Alicia’s marriage. 
She had seen it at a sale, $49.50 scrawled 
alluringly over the price tag’s original 
$65, and had taken it instantly, bearing 
it home 
to Ralph. 
aia he re, : ” she had g 


‘strings of the box, 


in radiant pride to display it 


bre aking the 


pulling ‘the dress 


as} ped, 


from its enveloping tissues, “isn’t it 


marvelous?” 

Ralph folded the evening paper with 
frowning deliberation. 

“Isn’t it awfully dark?” he asked 
dubiously. 

‘It’s navy blue, if that’s what you 
_mean. It’s perfectly | beautifully made. 
“It's “exactly what | need and it was 
marked down from $635 to $49.50.” 


Fifty dollars is still a lot of money.” 


“é 


Ralph’s glasses gleamed through clouds 
of judiciai smoke. “I liked that pink 


one you had last summer. 

The pink dress Alicia had privately 
considered a mistake since it did nothing 
whatever to emphasize her extremely 
slender waist of which she was not 
1. But Ralph had been 
“Prettiest Sg you ever 





mad about It. 
had,” he would declare every time he 
saw it. And because he liked 1t so much 
she wore It a great deal and disliked 
it more intensely every time she put it 
on—miserable, bunchy thing—whereas 
this absolutely perfect dress . .. She 
held the dark blue up to her and felt 
an ominous gap under her left hand. 

Ralph leaned forward. 

‘I suppose they reduced it because 
the zipper is tearing out,” he said. 

Due to the saleswoman’s artful han- 
dling, Alicta had failed to see the ripped 
fastener, but like any sensible wife of 
18 years’ standing she was not going 
to put herself in the wrong by admitting 
her oversight. 
she agreed. And went 
on-airily, “Of course that’s perfectly 


‘6 ” 
I suppose so, 


” 


simple to fix. 


It might have been for most women, 
but Alicia was hopelessly unskilful with 
her needle and it cost her a great deal 
of time and trouble to replace and 
sew the infuriating piece of cloth that 
seemed to have a wilful, malevolent life 
pric ked 
finally 
Ralph in the dark blue 

simply repeated stub- 
bornly, “I liked the pink one you had 
last summer,” 


of its own and when, with 
fingers and strained eyes. sh« 
stood before 


dress and he 


she could have screame 


with exasperation, 


WELL, THAT was all there was to it. 
It was a tiny incident, of no importance 
at all, but now, seeing Kirk’s guileless 
look of unstinted admiration, hearing 
his praise of the dark blue dress, sh« 
was horrified to feel a hot and painful 
blush rising from her throat to her 


forehead. 


PEALE ENE Te ME 


But Kirk, taking her arm, hurrying 
her along the porch, down the broad 
steps, helping het into the car, appeared 
not to notice, and Alicia sighed wit! 
relief as she settled into her place, 
turning a little sideways so that sh 
could watch his face against the darken- 
ing sky. 

Leaning back, one brown arm resting 
on the door, his right hand light on the 
stecring wheel, his wide-set eyes fixed 
on the road that stretched white befor 
twilight, Kirk drove at a 
had Ralph attempted it, 
would have brought Alicia bolt upright 
in protest. But now, wholly hypnotized, 
she lav back in the car while Kirk talked 
of his novel. “‘He”’ 
was to feel that; “‘they’’ were to react 
in such and such a way. Alicia said, 
“oh” and ‘‘yes” and “I think you're 


you going to make 


them in the 


speed whic hn, 


was to do this; “she” 


right,” and “‘ How are 


that convincing to the reader?” 

phrases that rose from the surface of her 
mind that was drugged into a stupor of 
content here on this wonderful lat 
summer evening between the sea and the 
pine woods, beside this incredibly hand- 
intelligent had 
novel?—and 
For he 


some, remarkably 
Ralph ever written a 
extraordinarily nice young man. 
was nice; so nice that if he suspected for 
Hi istily Alicia smothe red 
as An TT vor GAR 48 AVES « 2 te dom AT 

that troublesome thought. “WW hy ry would 

she do that?” she asked, her voice con- 


vincingly earnest. 


an instant... 


Now for a man Alicia’s situation 
would have been a conventional one 

the older man fascinated by a much 
younger girl; the theme of a thousand 
novels and plays. There are no statistics 
of course, but couldn’t such a thing 
happen—oh, I agree, not to you or to 
any of your friends, but perhaps to that 
smartly Smith in the 


apartment upstairs or to that pretty 


dressed Mrs. 


Mrs. Jones around the corner? In any 
happened to Alicia. Here 
happily 


case, it had 
intelligent, 
amazingly 


she was, a mature, 
married woman of 36 
young-looking but still 36—interested, 
fascinated, spellbound by Kirk Graham, 
a boy of 22. What she should have done, 
what you would have done | am sure if 
you had been tn Alicia’s place—as, we 
agreed, you could never possibly be 

was to depart instantly when she first 
noticed that her eves were resting on 


Kirk with a more 


preciation of his good looks, when she 


than ordinary ap- 


found herself waiting for the sound of 
his voice, overly conscious of the touch 
of his hand in the ordinary details of 
everyday life—will you havea cigarette? 
here is a light, let me help you with your 
coat. Of course you would have left 
hurrying back to the 
placid routine of mending and cooking 
and running your house, but Alicia— 
well, Alicia simply hadn’t. 

“Oughtn’t you to explain why she 
feels that way?” she asked out of her 


immediately, 


dream. 


The roadside inn huddled, big and 
bare and determinedly rustic, in a grove 
of pines and Alicia, entering, was ir- 
ritated to find herself wondering how 
long it was since she had been in a place 
of this sort-—-the dance floor sur- 
rounded by the shadowy booths against 
the pine walls, 
lighting, and, 
incessantly 


the dim subaqueous 
in violent contrast, the 
flowing, crudely 

lights that framed the jukebox. 


Kirk looked around him. 


‘This is swell,” he said. “So much 
better than that horrible hotel.’ 
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“It’s very nice,” Alicia agreed as he 
piloted her to one of the booths. As long 
as she was with Kirk, of course it was 
wonderful. If she had been alone, or if 
she had been with Ralph... But at 
the moment she was so occupied with 
her own sensations—such curious, com- 
plicated sensations—that the thought of 
Ralph never entered her dark pretty 
head. 

A limply uninterested waitress took 
their orders and Kirk pulled a handful of 
change from his pocket and moved the 
coins about in his open palm with an 
exploratory finger. 

“What tune do you want?” he asked, 
nodding indicatively at the panel of 
names set in the wall beside them. 

Heavens! Alicia stared at the un- 
familiar titles. Why did they have to 
have music at all? Little Alicia could 
probably have chosen instantly. 

*“Whatever you say.” She opened her 
delicate, perfectly manicured hands in a 
Kirk, 
considering, rose a little to slip his nickel 
into the groove provided for it. 


“Kirk! Kirk Graham!” 


A HIGH excited voice cut through the 
cacophony of noise elicited from the 
suddenly galvanized jukebox. The 
spurious intimacy of the booth was 
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Alicia to be dozens of boys and girls, 
excited, exuberant and young, incredibly 
young. There was a flurry of confused 
introductions—did Kirk hesitate for an 
instant before he said “Mrs. Pyne’’? 
Was there the faintest hint of surprise 
on the open, childlike faces that glowed 
above her?—Molly Dixon, Dolly Lee, 
Bob Phelps, Kenny Morgan. 

Alicia smiled woodenly. This would 
only last for a minute. All she had to 
do was to smile with false cordiality 
while the youthful, enthusiastic voices 
ricocheted across the booth. 

“Sure, we can all sit together.” It 
was Kirk, making them welcome, urging 
them to crowd into the booth, *‘There’s 
plenty of room’’—Alicia pulled her full 
skirts together, forcing herself into the 
ferociously angular corner of the seat, 
her smile frozen on her face as she agreed 
to Kirk’s question — “isn’t there, 
Alicia?” 

“We were right in the next booth, the 
very next booth, when I heard your 
voice and I| said, ‘That’s Kirk Graham, 
I know it’s Kirk.’ Isn’t it fabulous?” 
Molly—or was the dark one Dolly? 
made the incident seem world-shaking. 

They settled down, the fragile bones, 
the taut waists, the slender necks beside 





TEEN-AGE 


the broad shoulders, the thick, alive 
hair, the big brown hands, and the high- 
pitched, emphatic conversation sub- 
merged Alicia in a bewildering sea of 
unknown slang, incomprehensible al- 
lusions, unrecognized names. 

It was like listening to foreigners 
talking in a language you had studied in 
school and then forgotten, Alicia decided, 
watching the smoke from her cigarette 
that wavered between her eyes and 
Kirk’s face. You caught an occasional 
word, a phrase, but the point of the 
conversation eluded you completely. 
She noticed suddenly that she was 
ihe only person in the yroup who was 
smoking and, in a spasm of self-con- 
sciousness, stubbed out her cigarette. 
But then, why shouldn’t she smoke? 
She didn’t care what the others did, she 
didn’t care at all. She took another 
cigarette from her case and waited to 
catch Kirk’s eye, to make him lean 
across the table, his charming smile 

ome tices heofered her the flickering 
flame. 

The slovenly, vacant-faced waitress 
returned and distributed the heavy 
china, the unappetizing food. Who had 
the sliced tomatoes, the crab cakes? 
Alicia poked tentatively at the plate 
before her as the woman moved in- 
differently away. When she and Ralph 


point at which he always leaned toward 
her, his rather heavy face, his kind eyes 
solicitous. ‘*Look, Alicia, is this all right, 
is this what you wanted?” But Kirk and 
the others were eating already, oblivious 
to the poor food, the unheated plates, the 
smeared glasses, unaware of Alicia’s 
ostentatiously restrained annoyance. 

She pushed her plate away and 
leaned back, looking past the lowered, 
youthful heads about the big room. 
Everything in it, she thought, was 
designed to look like something it was 
not. Across the end of the room was 
painted a scene of sea and sand with an 
impossibly weatherbeaten cottage in the 
foreground, its painted door, by a stroke 
of ridiculous ingenuity, so placed as to be 
also the door through which the wait- 
resses pushed in and out of the kitchen. 
The lighting fixtures inaccurately imi- 
tated oil lamps; the floor was of some 
material vaguely resembling bricks; the 
wood of the booths had been con- 
scientiously gashed and slashed with 
artificially antique scars. Only the 
juke box, braying from its nest of 
endlessly flowing, crudely colored neon 
lights, was assertively honest. Every- 
thing else represented a transparent 
effort to deceive. 
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It’s d Date e e e You're wearing your prettiest 


dress, your cleanest face, your newest lipstick 


and of course, 


your very best manners! In Chatelaine’s new etiquette book- 


let, you’ll find valuable tips on good behavior for teen-agers: 


how to be a good sport at games . . . what to do when 


you re 


‘stood up” . . .advice on when to kiss good night, 


and a lot of other useful do’s and don'ts. 


Mind 


Your Manners 


Price 25e. 


Order from Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 
481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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Tampax is discretion itself at swimming 
time. Because this remarkable monthly sant- 
tary protection has no outside pad... Give 
this one fact your full consideration — 
and you'll realize that Tampax can i be 
trusted in the water and out of the water 
with your bathing suit wet or dry. So 
get Tampax for the next occasion and 
enjoy those additional “stolen” swims! 


Made of highly absorbent surgical 
cotton, Tampax is worn internally and 
comes in efficient easy-to-use applica- 
tors. When in place it ts not only invisible 
burt unfelr. No chafing is possib ble. No 
edge-lines can show under soft summer 
dresses. No odor can form. Changing is 
quick and disposal no trouble at all. 

This Tampax was invented by a doctor 
and is by no means intended as an 
occasional convenience. It meets the 


demands of this special hygienic need 
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every month of the year. Mil- 
lions now use it. Sold at drug 
and notion counters in 3 ab- 
sorbencies (Regular, Super, bates 
Junior). Average month's sup- ah 
ply slips into purse; economy box holds 
4 months’ average supply. Canadian 
Tampax Corporation Limited, Bramp- 
ton, Ontario. 
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It was fortunate for her self-esteem 
that Alicia was much too conscious of 
her annoyance, her furtive observation 
of Kirk, the uncontrollable speeding of 
her pulse when his eyes, smiling, met 
hers, to draw the depressingly obvious 
comparison between the commonplace, 
dreary room and her own small elegant 
self. 

She took another cigarette and Kirk, 
responsive, balanced a little flame 
toward her. 

‘There you are,” His voice 
was low and intimate beneath the others’ 
shrill chatter and as his bright admiring 
eves met hers, as his hand brushed 
lightly against her own, she _ hastily 
looked away. It was worth it, she 
thought defiantly, this appalling place, 
the uneaten dinner, the noisy, pervasive 
boys and girls, it was all worth it. 

They were arguing now about going 
to the movies and Alicia, her 
lowered to the darkly glistening table 
top that dimly eld -the 
Kirk’s face, listened to the discussion. 
[his movie house was too far away; 
that picture was no good. Dolly—or was 
hated this star; 
Molly—or was the fair one Dolly?— 
hated that one. Behind the placid mask 
of Alicia’s pretty face, her mind was 
made up. She would not, she simply 
mt steerer lear the: 
wid these wretched, pushing 
children who had already spoiled her 
evening alone with Kirk. 

He interrupted. 


Ba: Let’s stay here and dance. if th re 


é 
waa Ganee, aa ave 


he said. 


eyes 


reflectioa--cf 


Sey MARA 


mov ie 


isn’t any movie we all want to go to. We 
can have a swell time right here.” He 


smiled up at her from beneath his 
straight dark brows, his thick curved 


“Can’t we, Alicia?” 

She looked away quickly. Ralph was 
her life of course, but those eyes, that 
young face! 


lashes. 


They danced, Alicia feeling herself stiff 
and strange compared with the fantastic 
ease with which the two girls moved 
eccentrically in their partners’ arms. The 
boys—did Kirk? She wasn’t sure—held 
her with a certain distant respectfulness 
and, dancing with Kirk, she was aware 
that the other two couples, their glances 
carefully averted, were discussing her. 
Well, let them. She couldn’t imagine 
anything, anything at all, about which 
she cared less. 

Insatiably the juke box consumed its 
endless sacrifice of nickels. The music 
blared stridently through the ridiculous 
room. The strap that crossed Alicia’s 
slender ankle began to pain her and 
she moved self-consciously across the 
floor. The loud music, the wretched food 

her head began to ache, a dull, 
insistent throbbing behind her brows. 
Really, what an evening! She sup- 
pressed a sudden wish for Ralph, for 
Ralph who knew before she did herself 
when she was tired, when she felt 
badly. Of course it wasn’t Kirk’s fault, 
she told herself loyally, smiling up into 
his face with determined gaiety. He 


be hating this as much as she was 


must 
Pibac 


this dreadful restaurant, this appalling 
music, these dreary boys and girls. But 
it couldn’t be helped. It was no one’s 
fault; it was just one of those things. And 
there was still the long drive back 
beneath the full moon. The music 
stopped violently, interrupting her train 
of thought. 
Kirk 
shaking hands al! 
around, sending his regards to strangely 


And now she was almost free. 
was saying good-by, 


‘ ° ” 
‘divorce, 


named friends—Midge and Con and 
Vinny and Raz. The two boys—what 
on earth did their names matter? 
stood up. They were young, they had 
the same easy, unconscious grace that 
Kirk had but with such a difference. 
They were simply two ordinary, every- 
day boys, whereas Kirk . . . She turned 
to the two girls, Dolly and Molly, 
Molly and Dolly, almost identical dolls, 
the scarlet paint thick on their soft 
young lips, their eyes as blank, as unre- 
sponsive as infants’. Alicia’s glance, un- 
consciously condescending, moved over 
their slender necks, their fragile shoul- 
ders, to rest on their youthful, stupid, 
really rather vulgar features. Her smile 
deepened. Poor Kirk. He must be as 
disappointed at the loss of their evening 
as she was. But there was still the long 
drive before them. 

He helped her unnecessarily into the 
car, smiling down at her neat perfection, 
the lazy gentle smile that, for all her 
viorts at 
beating of her heart. 
ridiculous, she scolded 
manoeuvred the car out into the 
and she sat up straighter, her hands 
demurely folded in her lap. 

But for all her stern, well-meant 
admonitions to herself, her 
turned to rest on his profile, the rounded 


self-eontral,- hastened - the 
This was utterly 
herself as he 
road 


eyes [e- 
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was he thinking, what was he feeling? 
She would never do anything that would 
t -* it ir | 

nurt Raiph, she assured herself stoully, 
mn very idea was perfectly fantastic, 
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cand it be like to re married to Kirk, 
to be with him always, to share his life? 

As though answering her thought he 
spoke. 

“*It must be wonderful to be married,’ 
he said softly, his sidelong glance upon 
her face. “This summer—knowing you 

I can’t explain it—it’s all too com- 
plicated.” He sighed. “Of course, | 
never thought I’d feel this way but 
His voice trailed into silence. 

Alicia’s first instinct, naturally, was 
not to reveal the thoughts of which she 
had the grace to feel thoroughly 
ashamed. She did what any one of us 
assuming, as we agreed not to do, that 
we could conceivably be involved in 
such a situation—would have done, 
remained perfectly silent while her 
thoughts raced, uncontrolled and un- 
controllable. 


” 
NOW... 


She couldn’t believe it. What was she 
to say? How was she to answer? How 
did he—she lifted her head, shaken by 
guilty anger—how did he dare to sug- 
gest such a thing? She had never, she 
was certain, by word or look or gesture 
betrayed her feelings and he couldn’t, 
he simply couldn’t read her mind, her 
mind that was flooded now with the 
thought of Ralph’s dear familiar face, 
little Alicia, her home and all the com- 
plexities and intimacies of a life shared 
for 18 years. Remotely, in a far corner 
of her mind, drummed the ugly word, 
a comparison of their ages 
No, tt was 


unthinkable, really 


withiakebie. 


He turned his head and in the dim 
light she saw the glint of his bright, 
tilted eyes. 

“You can’t help wondering”— he 
paused and Alicia’s mind outsped his 


words. No, you couldn’t. You certainly 
couldn’t. Then he went on “when 
you're with two marvelous girls like 


Molly and Dolly.” 


Two marvelous . . 


No, no, no. Not 
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She looks positive ‘ly middle-aged, don’t 
you agree? She’s lost the golden op- 
portunities of youth and romance... 
and yet she’s actually just turned 28! 
A poor complexion can do that to an 
otherwise lovely girl. 

How about you? Is a rough, dry 
skin telling lies ; about your age? M. ike 
sure that your complexion is soft, 
smooth and lovely-looking. 

‘Try this unique, triple-action cream 
—Noxzema Cold Cream. It deep- 


film. It softens and helps smooth away 
roughness and dry skin lines. It stim- 
ulates—helps wake tired complexions 
to glowing freshness. 

Use Noxzema Cold Cream faith- 
fully for just 10 days! See how much 
fresher, lovelier—how much younger 
you can look. 21¢, 39¢,63¢ at all drug 
and cosmetic counters. 
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Soft, flexible VINYLITE plastic 
Perforated for quick drying 
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those boring, talkative girls, giggling, 
noisy, insensitive, with nothing, really 
nothing but youth to offer. Looking up 
at his dreaming face, she steadied her 
voice with an effort. 

““You thought they were attractive?” 
she asked cautiously. 

‘*Marvelous. Especially Dolly.” His 
voice dropped a little. ‘“She’s the 
prettiest girl I ever saw.” 

It was incredible. Absolutely in- 
credible. Dolly—if she had been the 
dark one—was even less attractive than 
the other—stupid, self-assertive, coltish, 
immature, not worth a moment’s serious 
attention. Had she been mistaken in 
Kirk all along? Was there nothing 
there except the wonderful features, the 
long limbs, the broad shoulders? Had 
she created for him the intelligence, the 
spirit that had charmed her so? For it 
hadn’t been just his good looks, she told 
herself furiously. She had thought that 
there was some special communion, 
some sympathetic understanding _be- 
tween them. But if he actually con- 
sidered that those perfectly gruesome 
little girls were attractive—Ralph would 
have laughed at them, scorned them. 
“Kids,” he would have called them, 
‘noisy, boring kids,” and added, as he 


= were. 


Continued from page 5 


Pulling her shawl closer about her, 
Ellen stirred to find a more comfortable 
hump to sit on. Jonathan had nailed a 
few old skins stuffed with straw to the 
cart seat but the straw had wadded into 
hard little bulges. 

She wondered, in faint distress, why 
she feared his anger. Perhaps it was 
because she felt, now and then, that he 
might regret having married someone 
10 years his junior.. Or such a little 
woman, who could never carry more 
than one bucket of water at a time. 
Other wives helped their husbands about 
the farm but when she had tried to help 
him, he had laughed at her efforts. 

““You’d best stick to your pies and 
spinning wheel,” he had said flatly, 
“instead of wearing yourself out with 
me in the harvesting.” And she had 
gone to the cabin flushed with mortifi- 
cation. 

Jonathan called out suddenly, “Say, 
are you warm there, Twig?” and he 
turned to prod his young brother under 
the blanket in the back of the long cart. 
“TI could warm you well with this, if 
you say the word, now.” 

Twig pulled down the blanket from 
his head, glanced at the whip with 
which Jonathan was prodding him, and 
disappeared again under the blanket, his 
seven-year-old body wriggling convul- 
sively, little bubbles of laughter break- 
ing from him. 

“Jon.” Ellen grasped the reins and 
pulled. ‘Look where that horse has 
gone. He’ll toss us out if you don’t 
watch him.” 

Jonathan got down and led the horse 
back to the centre of the narrow cordu- 
roy between the bare trees and walked 
for a quarter of a mile with his hand on 
the white mane to reassure the beast. 

“How—how soon will it \ snow?” 
Ellen chattered when he got up beside 
her. 

Jonathan glanced at the twilight sky 
across which a low wind was humming 
mournfully. “Rain first, then snow.” 


sometimes did about little Allicia’s 
friends, “Well, there are some com- 
pensations for middle age. Were we as 
appalling as these young people are?” 

Startled, confused, wholly unreason- 
able, she pulled the comforting thought 
of Ralph’s indifference to the two girls 
about her like a cloak. He would never 
have taken them seriously. Never. 
How—she assured herself emphatically 

-how he would have despised them. 
Futilely she longed for his kind beloved 
presence, his reassuring love, and she 
shivered a little, shaken by her own 
humiliation. Besides, it was getting 
colder, much colder. If only Ralph were 
with her, if only she had the coat she 
had left behind for fear of this stupid 
boy’s opinion. Ralph—the coat. Warm 
and comforting the two ideas were 
inextricably entangled in her mind. 

When she spoke again, the cool air 
against her bare arms was not as chilly 
as her voice. 

“It’s getting colder,” she said. De- 
liberately she added, “I think I ate 
something that disagreed with me at 
that inn and I wish I had my coat. It’s 
getting much colder.” 

Oh, the summer was over, definitely 
over. eo 


Ween ow Tiny days yer? “Twip-shoated- 


from under the blanket in that tone 
which implied no snow would dare fall 
without Jonathan’s consent. 

““A good fortnight yet.” 

“Then I'll have to wear those ugly 
cowhide boots,” Ellen said morosely, 
hoping It would prove an opening to the 
subject of the blue slippers in George 
Amble’s General Store. “Clumsy 
boats, they are!” 

Jonathan moved quickly, grasped a 
handfu! of calico skirt and quilted 
petticoat and lifted them three inches 
to see the scuffed little moccasins with 
the red beads sewn on them. 

Ellen pushed his hand away. “That’s 
rude, pulling my skirts like that!” 

“And that’s silly,” Jonathan answered 
sharply, “wearing those fool things when 
it might have been the devil’s own 
weather before we reached home. Your 
father made you as stout a pair of boots 
as anyone could wish but you’d rather 
catch your death than wear ’em. 
Flitty !’’ he added and it was the bitter- 
est thing he had ever said to her. 

“My feet are my business,” she 
declared firmly, her face hot with 
suppressed anger. 


THE REST of the journey home was 
strained and silent. Ellen bent over her 
muff and brooded on the impossibility 
of asking him for two dollars and 
seventy-five cents to buy the soft blue 
slippers. It was a lucky day for her 
when her pocket held more than a clean 
handkerchief and 50 cents in small 
coins. The egg money was hers, of 
course, but what money could you get 
from five hens when three of them laid 
their eggs anywhere but in the nest? 
And their one cow gave only enough 
milk for themselves, and a pound of 
butter or two for marketing. That was 
why Jonathan poured every penny he 
earned into the green jug in the cup- 
board, to buy another horse and cow. 
They bought nothing for themselves 
that they could make and that included 
shoes. 

It wasn’t likely Jonathan would 
appreciate the depth of her longing for 
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Bob Pins! 


@ The humble bobby pin is so impor- 
tant to the beauty of your hair! Why put 
up with old-style bob pins with sharp, 
metallic ends that damage hair, teeth, 
nails? Do as lovely women everywhere 
are doing—switch to gentle, efficient 
Babs Rubber Tipped Bob Pins! They go 
in easier, hold better! ... 
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1. Rubber tips protect hair 
split or break it. 


2. Rubber Tipped Bob Pins stay 
put, keep hair in place! 

3. No sharp end to damage teeth 
or nail polish. Open easier! 


: 4, Slide 
don't pull. 


5, Can't hurt scalp. 


6. New improved rubber tip is flat, 
practically invisible. Ask for Babs 
Rubber Tipped Bob Pins at any 

drug or notions counter ! 
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the pretty soft blue slippers. He wore 
cowhide boots with three-quarter-inch 
soles every day of his life. But he didn’t 
have a dainty foot or a neatly turned 
ankle. Maybe he had never noticed 
that she had both. Maybe he had never 
noticed anything but that she could 
cook and and teach his little 
orphaned brother to read and count. 

Twig tumbled out of the cart on the 
last hill and ran down to the bridge 
which Jonathan had built over the 
He walked backward, leading 
the horse between the big tamarack 
posts Jonathan had put up to support 
the bridge roof. 

““Come March,” Jonathan said as if 
he were thinking aloud, “I'll put up that 
roof.” 

One post leaned heavily northward. 
Jonathan nodded to it as if it were an 
old acquaintance. “T’Il straighten you 
up and set you deeper.” 

Ellen said nothing, looking down at 
the swift black waters of Hasty River, 
and the faint steam that rose from. it 
as it swirled in never-freezing eddies 
through the gully below the bridge. 
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When Jonathan lifted her down at | 
the cabin door he said, without smiling, 
‘My wife is my business,” and his hands 
were hard against her ribs, as if he 
would hold all that she was safely and 
tenderly between his big hands. Impul- 
sively, the resentment melting away, 
she stood tiptoe and kissed his cold pink 
face, then hurried indoors to prepare 
supper. 

By the time Jonathan had finished a 
large plate of fried pork and baked 
beans, her courage had reached an 
uneasy sticking place. There really was 
nothing to lose by asking. It was silly 
to feel that just asking was, somehow, 
wrong. 

“Jonathan,” she said lightly, clasping 
her hands below the table to hide 
their trembling. 

“Yes?” Jonathan’s eyes went to the 
reddish lights which the fire set off in 
her hair and the spray of freckles across 
her nose. He had never quite grown 
accustomed to having anyone so win- 
someand-so womanly sitting at his 
table, tending his fire and his needs. 

“There are blue slippers in Amble’s 


Happy the bride whose bottom drawer harbors a lace tablecloth 
twice blessed is the owner of a hand-worked beauty like the one 
stown*here. An exquisite background for good food and fine china, 
it will be one of your most prized possessions for years to come. And 


you needn’t fear washing it—it will wear and wear! 


The easily 


crocheted motif is delightful, too, in place mats—worked four 
squares deep and three across. And working from the same design 
you can fashion a most elegant bedspread. 





Instrictions for working may be obtained from Chatelaine Handi- 


crafts, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. 


Order No, $-221, price 5c. 














































HAIR FADED? Make it 
beautifully Gold again! 


e It’s so easy to ibe gloriously blonde again! 
Use Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash to add 
those dazzling golden highlights. 


Even if your hair is dull or streaked, Mar- 
chand’s can give it that smooth, even blondeness 
that spells romance. 

Whether you are 
blonde, brunette, or red- 
head you can lighten 
your hair... or adda 
golden gleam. The new, 
improved Marchand’s 
gives you the degree of 
lightness you want. 


in hair care, Marchand’s 
Golden Hair Wash is not 
a dye, not an expensive 
“treatment”. Complete 
in one package, it’s more 
convenient than ever to 
use at home. Wonderful 
for lightening arm and 
leg hair, too! 
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Blue-Jay Corn Plasters. 
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store with silver buckles—” Her voice 
trailed despite her efforts to sound 
matter-of-fact. 

Jonathan tipped back his chair so he 
could toss the scrapings from his pipe 
into the fire. “* Now, what on earth good 
would they be to you? Hasty Hiill’s no 
place for blue slippers.” 

“What on earth good,” Twig echoed 
softly from the inglenook where he 
sprawled. “What in heaven good. What 
in he—” 

“Virgil Branch,” Ellen cried, “you 
mind that tongue of yours!” 

Twig laughed cheerily, waving a 
raveled mitten at her. “I need a new 
pair, Sis. Make a red pair? Will you? 
Red as blood?” 

Ellen touched his soft yellow hair 
that was so like Jonathan’s. “Yes, red.” 

**Blood-red?”’ 

**Rose-red. 
for bed.” 

The rhyming enchanted Twig and he 
repeated her words over and over as he 


You’d better get ready 


struggled out of his clothes and into 
the rough white nightshirt. When he 
was tucked into the wall bed, Ellen went 
into the lean-to which was used as a 
storeroom., 

In the late summer she had dyed 
great hanks of wool in the iron pot in the 
yard and she had a small cedar chest 
fall od. 
and blue, yellow and red and brown. 
For mittens and socks. Mr. Amble 
sold mittens 15 cents a pair and socks 
18 cents a pair to folks who could 
afford not to make their own. 

Even as she thought of it, Ellen sat 
down suddenly on the edge of the chest. 
Why couldn’t she, who could knit so 
much faster than her more robust 
sisters, earn money selling mittens and 
socks? Why not earn two dollars and 
seventy-five cents? 

The very thought brought a glow of 
energy, of virtuous independence, and 
when she carried the red wool out to 
cast on the stitches for Twig’s mittens, 
her eyes were bright with intent. They 
skimmed absently over Jonathan’s face 
as she mentally added up how many 
socks and mittens she would need. Her 
lingers flew as she counted over money 
not yet yearned and her toes curled 
in her moccasins in happy anticipation. 

“In spring,” Jonathan said to the 
fire, ‘“‘there’ll be enough in the jug for a 
horse. Another horse and | could hire 
out after seeding and get another cow. 
Chauncey’ll do fine: when he’s hitched 
to a mate who can follow a straight 
line. Only that blind eye makes him 
skittery.” 

**Skuttery, skattery,” Twig mumbled 
sleepily. 

*“Tomorrow,” 
*T’ll set out the white spruce | brought 
down from the Make a 
windbreak hedge by the cabin. 
October’s good planting time.” 

Ellen’s slim fingers knit 
surled two with increasing rapidity. 
Jonathan watched, his face dreamful 
and quiet, thinking that with another 

or 
with 


Jonathan went on, 


nice 
Late 


bush. 


two and 


biessing or two he'd fair burst 
contentment like a corn-stuffed goose. 

‘| found a mossy-cup oak last week 
when I went after the cow. You'd like 
me to fetch it down to the yard, no 
doubt.” 

Ellen thought briefly, regretfully, of 
how other women went into the woods 
and brought home whatever they 
wanted to make the dooryard pretty. 
But it took her so long to spade any- 
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thing out that Jonathan had called it 
a waste of time and told her not to go 
after things any more. If she let him 
know what she wanted, he could fetch 
it down in a moment and plant it where 
she wanted it. Now she wondered if he 
had found that a nuisance, having to 
tote them down and plant them for her, 
and she gave him a quick side glance. 
There was nothing in his face to disturb 
her. 






“You and your old trees,” she said 
uncertainly. “I didn’t mention the 
mossy-cup but once.” 

Jonathan smiled. “Two ears don’t 
mean | need twice telling.” 

“| didn’t tell you.” Ellen dropped a 
stitch. “‘I only mentioned it, a fine- 
growing tree, and shady.” 

Jonathan’s tawny brows lifted in 
perplexity. It wasn’t like Ellen to be 
hasty and cross. When she said nothing 
more he rose and prepared for bed, his 
bare heels thumping on the bare boards 
as he walked to and fro. He was sound 
asleep, or pretended to be, when Ellen 
laid aside the red mitten and went into 
their one little bedroom. 














































FOUR DAYS later Jonathan strolled 
into the cabin in midafternoon to find 
Ellen knitting by the fire, the dye pot 
bubbling and the acrid smell! of it per- 


blue mitten she had just finished and 
said, looking at it as if it would answer 
him, “How many hands has Twig 
got?” 

The feathery curls were clinging to 
Ellen’s brow and her pointed face was 
turned away from him. She got up to 
stir the pot, feeling the flush of guilt 
and heat on her cheeks. It didn’t seem 
right to have a secret from Jonathan. 
Not that it was a real secret, but she 
could never think of a time or a way 
to tell him why she was knitting so 
madly. 

“An extra pair’s real handy.” 

Jonathan stood pinching his big nose 
thoughtfully, a hint of laughter darting 
in his eyes. “I’ve seen the squirrel,” he 
said slowly, “‘run down a hollow stump 
with a hickory, then come up and perch 
there all full of himself.” 

Ellen settled back on the bench and 
picked up the needles. ‘“‘Have you, 
now,” she said mildly, as she spoke to 
Twig when he babbled. 

Jonathan’s lips puckered dubiously 
and there was a definite appeal in his 
face but Ellen did not look up. When 
she said nothing more, he went out, 
shutting the door harder than necessary 
after him. Ellen stopped knitting, 
fretting because she had let pass such a 
golden opportunity to confide in him. 
The little strain which had begun when 
he had whisked aside her skirts to see the 
moccasins and had pronounced the 
word, “Flitty,” had grown out of all 
proportion to the matter. 

Now there was a stillness about their 
movements, as if they were carrying 
eggs in their pockets, as if something 
very fragile might break beyond repair. 
They had begun to speak to each other 
most carefully, setting out each sentence 
diflidently, and Twig looked from one 
to the other quizzically. 

“You talk,” he said once, “just like 
you’d said nasty things and your 
mouth didn’t like it.” 

They laughed at him, lightly, eva- 
sively, 

On market day Ellen filled the churn 
and set the dasher clumping, still sorting 
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HOUSEHOLD FINANCE 
Corporation of Canada 
AND CONSUMER EDUCATION 


How do your children get the things 
they want? It’s a big question, 
and an important one. 

_ Children learn very young that 
it takes money to get the things 
they want. And if you give them 
ail they want it can—and often does 
grow into an amazing monthly 
total. 

You can help your children un- 
derstand the use and meaning of 
money, along with other lessons to 
be learned in the all-important 
formative years. Parents — guide 
their children in wise spending 
boost their own budgets and help 
their children to become self-con- 
fident, good citizens. 

To help the homemaker help her- 
self, Household Finance Corpora- 
tion of Canada would like to send 
you FREE an attractive, illus- 
trated leaflet called CHILDREN 
AND MONEY. 

It answers questions like ‘At 
what age should an allowance be 
started?’’ ‘“‘How much money 
should there be in an allowance?” 
and “Should children earn their al- 
lowances?’’ The best time to start 
is now. Send for your copy of the 
leaflet today. Just fill in this handy 


coupon and mail it without delay. 
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through her mind the things she had to 
sell. Her fingers were stiff and sore 
from two weeks of knitting and she was 
tired now before the day began. Jona- 
than was watching her through the 
smoke of his pipe, his eyes narrowed a 
little. 

““Have you sixpence handy?” Ellen 
asked abruptly. 

““Whatever for?” 

“I’ve a mind to see if it’s true that 
the butter comes faster if you put a 
sixpence in a Bible on the churn. You 
had a lucky sixpence with a nick in it 
that would do.” 

“Nonsense!” Jonathan laid his pipe 
on the mantel and approached the churn 
with dour deliberation. “ All that churn 
needs is a little steady effort.” And he 
took the churn from Ellen and began 
clumping and rocking, the muscles of his 
bare brown arm rippling, and his well- 
shaped mouth tightly shut. 

“There,” he sighed, “feel that. 
Butter.” Ellen heard the blobs of butter 
in the churn, but she kept her face 
averted as she lifted them out and 
salted and stamped them with the 
swan stamp her mother had given her. 
She saw the butter through a glaze of 
tears. It was bad enough not to be of 
any help to Jonathan outdoors without 
having him come to her assistance as he 
way. 

“You don’t have to lift that,” she 
said tartly when he moved to take the 
butter crock to the cart outside the 
door. “I can do it very well myself, 
thank you.” 

Jonathan’s face tightened and the 
look he gave her was one of baffled 
resentment. He hadn’t said a word 
about how thin the butter had been 
spread so she might save more for 
marketing, nor had he made any further 
comment on her knitting activities. He 
had tried to be patient and understand- 
ing but now his patience was wearing 
thin. 

“She’s young,” he told Chauncey 
argumentatively as he patted the horse’s 
head. “‘She’s young and ail-woman and 
plumb contrary as only a woman can 
be.” 

All the way into town Ellen sat 
stify beside Jonathan, looking straight 
ahead, wondering about the blue shoes. 
Now they were so near to being her 
own, she felt herself leaning forward in 
the cart in her eagerness to possess 
them. The black fingers of the trees 
poked into a leaden sky and a crisp wind 
creaked and hummed through the bush. 
A young deer hurtled across the road 
and disappeared down the valley. 

“There goes my new jacket,” Jona- 
than said lightly, slapping the reins over 
Chauncey’s broad back. 

Ellen thought of the length of cloth 
she had woven to make Jonathan a 
spring suit and she opened her mouth 
to tell him of it, to remind him that she 
loved and cared for him, but the words 
stopped on her tongue. A vague guilti- 
ness made her fidget on the seat, pulling 
at her shawi and pushing her bonnet 
this way and that until Jonathan 
looked down at her, his eyes cool and 
speculative. 

“Twenty cents a pound for butter,” 
he said casually. “Eggs, 18 cents a 
dozen.” 

He didn’t mention what she might 
have in the string-bag in her lap, all the 
socks and mittens, and Ellen’s lips set 
rebelliously. She would not tell him 


now; she would tell him when she had 
the heavenly blue slippers on her feet. 
When he saw them on her, maybe he 
would realize why she had worked so 
hard to have a pair. 


WHEN SHE put the blue slippers, 
wrapped in stiff brown paper, into the 
string-bag, she had enough money left 
over to buy a pocketknife for Twig and 
buttons for Jonathan’s suit. With 18 
cents left in her pocket and the string- 
bag bumping against her side, she left 
the small store and hurried to the 
market gate where Jonathan waited 
for her. Twig was already in the rear 
of the cart, a new rip in his cap and a 
wide smear of blood and dirt on his face 
attesting to his willingness to fight any 
town boy who cared to challenge him. 
Seeing her piquant face darken for a 
scolding, Jonathan hurried to say, 
“Chauncey took root waiting for you.” 
Ellen tucked her skirts about her legs, 
then lifted her head high. Her eyes 
flashed under the stiff dark lashes and 
her voice was as prim as a tuning fork, 
sounding one flustered, muted note. 
“Chauncey had any sense, he would. 
He’d be a sight more use as a tree thana 
horse.” 
Twig chirped behind her. “A grey- 


leaved tree with flowing tail—” 


had. doing the churning in. that angry... She badn’t really meant.that. about | 


Chauncey. She liked horses. Horses 
and ducks and dogs and children, and 
men with a sharp profile and manly 
pride, like Jonathan’s. It was true that 
Chauncey lolloped along the roads from 
side to side, endangering their lives at 
every turning, but it wasn’t his fault. 
He did the best he could with his one 
large soft eye. 

Three times on the road home Ellen 
cleared her throat to speak of what she 
carried in the string-bag, and still her 
nerve failed her. What if he were really 
angry with her for spending so much 
money on such fragile shoes? What if he 
made her take them back? No, he 
wouldn’t do that, nothing so cruel as 
that. But after all he had said about 
wearing stout shoes for the rough 
ground and floors at Hasty Hill, he 
would surely be angry with her. Flitty. 
That’s what he would call her, and 
memory of the word closed her lips 
tightly. 

When she saw Jonathan counting the 
coins he had earned from the potash into 
the green jug, she felt a warm tide of 
guiltiness. Down into the chest under 
the bedroom window she tucked the blue 
slippers and there they stayed. Once, 
when Jonathan and Twig were up in the 
bush, she put them on and did a little 
dance step all around the rocm, but 
they felt so light and delicate she took 
them off for fear of spoiling them. They 
were like fairy shoes. 

When the next market day came, she 
was busily cutting and basting Jona- 
than’s suit. She gave Twig the string- 
bag with two pounds of butter and a 
dozen eggs in it. He could take it to 
Mr. Amble and bring her the money. 

“My spring suit,” Jonathan grumbled 
softly as he pulled the knitted cap over 
his ears, “and winter not set yet.” 

Ellen kissed him briskly. “Start early 
and finish soon.” 

Jonathan caught her about the waist 
and planted a firm kiss on her mouth. 


“Squirrel’s not putting down nuts,” he 


ventured curiously, but Ellen whisked 
away from him. 
“Better take your muffler. It'll blow 
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Just apply Kleenoff, leave 
awhile and then wash off. 
It’s so easy ! 
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TARTAN SHIRT 


For sportswear every man will want a 
colorful Viyella shirt in genuine Scottish 
Tartans—or in Viyella solid colors. They 
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colorfast, and don't forget Viyella 
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hard before the day’s done. You said 
snow in a fortnight and it’s past that.” 

“1 could be wrong.” Jonathan lin- 
gered near the door, tugging at his cap 
: aimlessly, wishing she were going with 
é him. With her beside him it was a short 
10 miles to town, but with only Twig 
for company it was the longest 10 miles 
any man could travel. “Man’s entitled 
to make mistakes. It’s the make- 
nothing sort that make no mistakes, 
now, isn’t it?” 
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“Go along with you.” Ellen bent 
over the bread kettle. 

Jonathan stepped out of the door, 
then stepped in again. ‘What shall I 
fetch you? Spice? Tea? Something 
you need?” 

“Tea and salt, and I told you that 
three times, Jon,” Ellen looked squarely 
at him, impatiently, and he went out 
without another word. Ellen scoured 
the table and set the bread, then went 
into the bedroom and took out the blue 
slippers. 

Sitting On the “bed with her skirts 
pulled to her knees, she looked at the 
pretty shoes and her neatly turned 
ankles. She danced around the table, 
thinking of the New Year’s Dance, 
with half the county in attendance, 


uneasiness which disturbed her when- 


er 


“Jonatha.” “Wren Nie” Caitie” DACK;S “Sie 
would tell him about them. 
The wind pressed a little harder, hour 
by hour, against the walls, blowing the 
; pea-straw out of the cracks and whis- 
| tling odd tunes across the roof. When 
Ellen went to the chest for a handker- 
chief, she thought of the remaining 
coins. Now would be a good time to slip 





trying to let her anticipation erase the - 


ever she thought of the slippers and of 


them into the green jar. As they clinked 
down, she felt another pang of guilt. 
Jonathan bought so little for himself. 
She wished he were at home. As she 
bent over the new suit and the long 
needle flashed in and out, she wished he 
were there, big and solid in the chair on 
the hearth with Twig cuddled down 
beside him. She forgot her dinner. 
Snow was hissing against the pane 
when she set a candle in the window. 
She was shocked at the changed aspect 
of the world. A thick white curtain 
of snow was blowing across the fields, 
the drifts piling in long ridges, and the 
wind whined angrily. A little fearful 
worry drew her face taut, and then she 
relaxed. Jonathan could take care of 
himself. A big man, smart and capable. 

She stirred up the fire and set the 
table for supper. She donned the 
despised cowhide boots and went out to 
attend to the cow and the chickens, 
then put the blue slippers on again when 
the chores were done. They were still 
thé prettiest snoes shé had ever seen 
and her toes curled in them now as they 
had curled in the moccasins but for a 
different reason. The wind fretting the 
cabin, the snow blowing harder against 
the black windows, reminded her only 
of how Jonathan worked out in all 
weathers and dropped his money into 
the green jug, not for something fine 
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thing they needed—a horse and another 
cow. While the shadows moved lan- 
guidly up and down the room, Eilen sat 
thinking of Jonathan’s rough but 
kindly ways, his face with its look of 
quiet wonder coming before her eyes. 
She was looking at the shoes regret- 
Continued on page 33 
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Weave the gleaming rope, twist, 
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Spool Knitting 
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NEED SOME glitter glamour to 
touch up your new dark dress—to 
give last fall’s tired little crepe an 
air of sophisticated gaiety? With 
so many gorgeous metallic crochet 
threads on the market these days 
you can develop the Midas touch 
with the greatest of ease—and 
have fun doing it! 
magic with a spool and a blunt 
darning needle (just the way the 
knit 


Work your 


their gay yarn 
fashion into belts, 
buttons, loops. 


The idea-scope is 
a flash you'll have 
ew! 
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Married Folks Only 





WHY DOES HER HUSBAND PREFER TO 


wf crew nice neree en GE ¥. _OUT..NIGHT AFTER NIGHT? UU 


A. Because this wife has not bothered about their intimate 
marital happiness. 

Q. How has she failed? 

A. By not practicing sound feminine hygiene with a scientifically 
correct preparation for vaginal douching . .. “Lysol” in 
proper solution. 

Q. Wouldn't soap, soda, or salt do just as well? 

A. Never! They’re makeshifts. They can’t compare with “Lysol” 
in germ-killing power. “Lysol” is gentle to sensitive mem- 
branes, yet powerful against germs and odours... effective 
in the presence of mucus and other organic matter. Kills 
germs on contact. 

Q. Do doctors recommend “Lysol” for vaginal douching? 

A. Yes, indeed! Many leading doctors advise their patients to 


douche regularly with “Lysol” brand disinfectant just to 
insure daintiness alone. Safe to use as often as you want. 
No greasy aftereffect. Three times as many women use “Lysol” 
for feminine hygiene as all other liquid products combined! 


KEEP DESIRABLE, by douching regularly with “Lysol”. Remember — no other 
product for feminine hygiene is more reliable than “Lysol’’... no other 


product is more effective ! 


Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant 
for Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
coustic, “Lysol” is non- 
injurious to delicate mem- 
brane. Its clean, antiseptic 
odour quickly disappears. 
Highlyconcentrated”Lysol"’ 
is economical in solution. 
Foliow easy directions for 
correct douching solution. 
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WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER “LYSOL! 


It’s safe. For over 50 years “Lysol“ has 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession...and of mothers and house- 
wives, too. It's the standard antisepticin 


modern hospitals throughout the worid. 
Its continued leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other general antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended. 
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FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married hoppiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M. H., Lehn & Fink (Canada ) 
Limited, 37 Hanna Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in plain envelope. 
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ALWAYS 
POPULAR 
PRICES 


A new addition to the 
famous HEWETSON 
line—tiner leather, 
workmanship and 
style. See these SIX 
REASONS WHY par- 
ents will like to buy 
—children will like to 
wear—these PERFEC- 
TRED Shoes. 


1. Room for growing 
feet 


2. Arches that support 

3. Snug around ankles 

4 Straight-tread lasts 

5. Soft, durable up- 
pers 

6. Rugged. long-weor 
soles 
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ALF the fun of starting back to 
know that tucked 
away in your closet is a new coat 

a really swish hat 


school is to 


something 
that gets extra-special billing on 
This 
vear it might be a brand-new raincoat, 
one that looks like a shine coat wher- 
ever you go. One thing its for sure . 


+ 


it will never look just like a raincoat. 





your back-to-school curriculum. 





Uh-uh, now it’s a go-everywhere item, 
versatile enough for everyday use. This 
| year fabrics for rainwear will fool you 
| every time. For example, who'd ever 
guess that corduroy a elvetee n, iridescent 
gabardine and dressy-looking covert 


cloth can take the rain like a duck takes 
) 


to water 





New colors bring a bright look to the 


dullest days with shades of copper, 
teal, ruby and silver iridescents glisten- 
ing with every drop. Styles are not only 
wearable, but fun to wear. The volum- 
inous tent coat is a thing of the past 
and now your raincoat fits with flattery. 
Some are belted. Many have 


able belts so you can wear your 


detach- 
coat 
nipped at the waist or loose and roomy 
The fasten neatly 
and comfortably under your chin—no 
bobby pins necessary to prevent slip- 
ping. Newest of all are the ones with 
jaunty little Be-Bop caps (. looks 
something like the yachting cap Grand- 
ma wore in 1895). 


over suits. hoods 


Look for buttons, pockets and lots of 
dash tn the collar when you buy your 
new raincoat. One we saw had a hidden 


Upper left: The “duster” look in a raincoat 
of red and black checked velveteen by 


Alvinna. Upper right: Sulphur yellow vel- 
veteen hat and bag set by Piko Hats. 
Coat by Gordon Manufacturing. Above: 
Station wagon coat of red gabardine 
with incuton collar by Sport Togs Ltd. 





inner pocket in the front of the skirt 
... a flick of the wrist and presto out 
comes the cutest little umbrella. Ima- 
gine, magic in a raincoat! What could 
be handier when the sky looks threat- 
ening? 


A real college entrant is the station 
wagon coat. Wind’n’water resistant, 
it’s a real winter-wonder and is becom- 
ing a fall classic for football games and 
gadabout occasions. Let the wind how! 
across the bleachers ... you'll never 
know it. This coat is made with special 
inner linings to keep you warm and 
cosy inside. It’s a natural for ski week 
Comes in a variety of colors and 
two lengths. 


ends. 


Another “extra” on your “new for 
fall” list is your hat. (Oh, we know 
you don’t like to wear them.) But our 
cuess is that after you’ve seen the little 
half chapeaux you'll go “heels ’n hats” 
tor dates and Saturday shopping sprees. 
The half hat of velveteen, for example, 
lits smoothly over your head and down 
over your ears. One we saw was made ol 
folds overlapping each other and topped 
off by a tiny forehead veil for a hint of 
young sophistication, One was a bright 
coral, pretty as a Renoir painting. 
Another bright sulphur yellow 
- ++ a perfect complement to browns 
and greens... and with a bag to 
match, We do, because 
whatever the occasion, rain or shine, 
you're going to look pretty special this 
fall. + 
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about 


MERCOLIZED 


WAXS CREAM 


Now lovelier, lighter skin beauty is within 
the reach of any woman who goes after 
it allied with Mercolized Wax Cream. 
This famous Cream contains an active 
ingredient used as long as history has 
been recorded. It loosens and dissolves 
scaly little chappings and is effective in 
helping to make skin firmer—more trans- 
lucent. In the presence of Mercolized 
Wax Cream a lovely bleaching action 
takes place on the skin surface, and the 
appearance of dingy, cloudy pigment is 
retarded. If your complexion is PASS- 
ABLE, don't be satisfied—seek to make it 
more radiant, more attractive and 
younger looking with Mercolized Wax 


Cream. Use only as directed, 
Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere, 
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FALSE TEETH 


Slipping or Irritating? 


Don’t be embarrassed by loose false teeth 
slipping, dropping or wobbling when you 
eat, talk or laugh. Just sprinkle a little 
FASTEETH on your plates. This pleasant 
powder gives a remarkable sense of added 
comfort and security by holding plates more 
firmly. No gummy, gooey, pasty taste or 
feeling. It’s alkaline (nen-ecid) Get FAS- 
TEETH at any drug store. 
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distress as she pulled this way and 


| The Blue Slippers 


Continued from page 31 


fully, sleepily, when she heard a horse 
scream, the sound tearing at her ears, 
shrill and horrible. Silence again, except 
for the wind and the fire and the snow 
pushing against the pane. She held her 
breath. Had she really heard anything? 
A pine knot cracked in the fire like a 
rifle shot. 


“Sis! Sister Ellen!’ 


THAT WAS Twig’s voice muffled in the 
wind. Ellen snatched her shawl from the 
peg behind the door and rushed out into 
the black and white night. Twig was 
struggling up the slope through a drift 
which reached his knees. Ellen grasped 
his thin shoulders. 
“Jonathan! Where’s Jonathan?” 
“The bridge!” Twig panted, pointing 
down the field. ““Chauncey hit the post 
and the post hit Jonathan—” 
| Ellen left him in the drift and ran, not 
feeling the snow or the cold, her breath 
| sobbing in and out with fright. With 
her skirts held high she plunged through 
drifts of saltlike snow down to the 
bridge and the gurgling black river. 
“Jon! Jonathan!” she shouted 
against the wind, straining to see where 

DO I ii ic aes deans nimrecniacice 

He was sprawled on the far bank, the 
post across his legs, and he was strug- 
gling frantically to get up. Chauncey 
shrilled again, clawing at the slippery 
bank in frantic attempts to get out of 
the water. The empty overturned cart 
had filled with water and held him 
back, half in and half out of the water. 
Three barrels were bobbing down toward 
the gully. 

“Wait! 
Jonathan with only a quick glance to see 
that he was more alive than dead. She 
felt along the reins for the buckle of 
Chauncey’s harness and her fingers 
strained at it until she felt the flesh was 
coming loose. One side undone, Chaun- 
cey stood still, the water rushing over 
his gleaming back, while she plunged 
down into the water to find the other 
buckle. She gasped and shuddered as the 
frigid water struck through her clothes 
and her whole body was rigid with 
shock. 

When the harness was loose, she 
smacked Chauncey with her open hand 
to hurry him up the rocky bank. He 
slithered and skidded over the ground 
while she clung to the reins, holding her 
breath as the stones cut through her 
shoes at every step. Whinnying his 


I'll help you!” Ellen passed 


that on the reins, Chauncey finally 
jerked them from her hands. Ellen 
flew at him, grasping the reins and 
pulling with all her might until she 
had the reins under the post. Jonathan 
winced as the post rolled off, and 
Chauncey kicked and snorted at the 
load. 

“Is it broken?” Ellen called. “Jon, is 
it broken?” 


“No. Skinned and sprained, no 
doubt.” Jonathan set his foot gingerly 
to the ground and limped toward 
Chauncey. 


“Lean on me.” Ellen put her arm 
around his waist. “Lean hard.” 

“T’ll lean on Chauncey,” Jonathan 
said gently. “He’s more my size.” 

Slowly they made their way up to the 
barn and Twig brought a lantern and a 
bucket of hot 


water for Chauncey. 
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... its a RAINMASTER styled by 
Lou Ritchie. A star performer all the time, 
glorious RAINMASTER the all-weather wondey 
coat tops every girl's list. RAINMASTER 
always means the finest and first in 

tainwear fashion . . . at a price 

every girl can afford, 
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PATRICIA ROC 


The Professor Invented A Woman 
Who Couldn't Talk Back. 


Frankly froth and frivol,—and a very 
heady mixture it makes,—_THE PERFECT 
WOMAN is Patricia Roc’s picture. It deals 
with a pre-fabricated beauty. 


* * * 


Case-hardened Canadian entertainment ex- 
perts who have seen thousands of films 
apiece, (such as Messrs. C. J. Appel, Harvey 
Hunt, Harry Dahn, and Archie J. Laurie), 
place THE PERFECT WOMAN in all 
lists of the ten funniest pictures since the 
late John Bunny. 


* * * 


Only an off-beat professor would think of 
inventing a_ girl-friend who could be 
switched off and on like a light. Only a 
delirious genius could imagine the cinema 
situations resulting. Such a one must 
undoubtedly have been among the technical 
advisers on THE PERFECT WOMAN. 


=. 2 * 


With this film, the British trend toward 
laughter is really hitting the high spots. 
The question now is: How many different 
types of comedy can there be? 

CARDBOARD CAVALIER is in slapstick 
and QUARTET, by contrast, slick satire. 


* * * 


PASSPORT TO PIMLICO is fast, broad 
comedy. IT’S NOT CRICKET is horse- 
play. THE HUGGETTS specialize in 
family fun, ONCE UPON A DREAM is 


farce, 
* * * 
To be sure you see these J. Arthur Rank films, 
ask for the playdates at your local Theatre. 
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Jonathan insisted on rubbing him down 
and getting the ice flecks out of his tail 
before he went up to the cabin to attend 
to his own needs. 

“I'll rub the other side then,” Ellen 
announced, and she took the brush 
and began stroking Chauncey’s ribs, her 
teeth clenched to stop their violent 
chattering. Her feet felt as if they were 
encased in two solid chips of ice. 

Jonathan scolded from the other side 
of Chauncey but Ellen wouldn’t listen. 

““You’re hurt,” she said. “Your head 
all blood. And heaven knows what 
you've done to your leg.” 

Jonathan finally consented to leave 
Chauncey with his oats and limp up to 
the cabin, his arm heavy across Ellen’s 
shoulders. While Ellen doffed her 
frozen skirts in the bedroom, he took off 
his boots and socks to look at his legs. 

“It just rolled over me,” he called to 
her. “It didn’t rightly smash down, 
only on my head.” 

“Only on his head,” Twig called assur- 
ingly. 

Ellen pulled on clean stockings and 
the despised cowhide boots. How snug 
and stout they were! She called Twig 
to come and take her skirts to the fire 
while she brushed and pinned up her 
damp hair. Twig gathered her skirts 
into his. arms, then stopped, staring 


“wperemouthed “atthe sodden ~ bide 


slippers. They were utterly ruined, the 
buckle off one, the sole loose from the 
other. 

“| left your string-bag in the drift,” 
Twig said, still staring with round blue 
eyes. “I'll fetch it now.” 


WHEN HE brought it in, Jonathan 
took it from him and laid the tea, salt 
and tobacco on the hearth to dry. He 
hung the bag, with one parcel still in it, 
on a nail beside the mantel. 

“If I'd not married such a clever 
woman,” he said while Ellen was binding 
his cut head, “I’d be out there yet with 
that post over me.” 

Ellen pushed his fine wheat-colored 
hair back from the bandage and dropped 
a kiss on the side of his nose. 

When Twig was in bed she brought 
the slippers from the bedroom and 
dropped them at Jonathan’s feet. “I 
bought them,” she said, her face against 
his sleeve. “With money that should 
have gone into the green jar, like your 
money, so it serves me well that they 
are ruined.” 

Jonathan stooped to wrap the hot 


Atom Town 


Continued from page 16 


underswung wire baskets. Saturday 
noon it requires a policeman to direct 
baby-carriage traflic. On one side of 
them, the Shopping Centre—a low 
sprawling structure with post office, 
drugstore, groceries, beauty parlor, 
bank, Town Office, etc.—all the stores 
in Deep River—under one red_ roof. 
Across the meadow is the Community 
Centre, the school. Off to the left, the 
staff hotel. Low white buildings on the 
river bank with the blue cone of Mount 
Martin rising beyond. 

1 am reminded of another company 
town: Ocean Falls, home of Pacific Mills 
on the British Columbia coast. Mount 
Martin is not as high as the one at 
Ocean Falls, but it keeps you looking 
at it with the same feeling of wonder 
and release. A sort of holiday sense 


towel more firmly about his leg. “Land 
0’ love,” he said quietly. 

“Prettiest shoes ever,” Ellen whis- 
pered, “but I didn’t deserve them.” 

“You worked hard for them.” Jona- 
than put his arm about her, helding he: 
close. “You did all that work for them. 
A man never 
woman will work and save for.” 

“You work, too, but you don’t buy 
such things.” 

Jonathan waved the towel-wrapped 
leg. “‘I don’t have a dainty foot.” 

“Did you really notice?” Ellen peered 
up at him. “Did you, Jon?” 

“Of course. First off.” 

Ellen curled her toes in the roomy 
boots and sighed happily. Jonathan 
reached for the string-bag and laid it in 
her lap. 

“One whole year come New Year’s 
Day, and the Dance being a big thing, | 
thought you’d like to carry these along 
to wear.” He pulled the string until it 
snapped and Ellen pushed aside’ the 
paper to reveal a pair of soft blue slip- 
pers with silver buckles on the toe. 
Jonathan lifted one carefully. “I sent 
Twig for them. Too shy, ] guess.” 

Ellen put her arms about his neck and 
laughed and cried until Twig woke up 
to see what the fuss was about. He 
watched her lace up the slippers and 


would guess what a 


Gane” about “the Toum,” twits aid pon 


humming, with Jonathan looking from 
her bright face down to her feet and 
back again. 

“Now, what on earth good!” Twig 
said clearly, but Ellen kissed him as she 
danced by and pushed him gently back 
into bed. 

She clasped her hands loosely on 
Jonathan’s shoulder, looking at him 
earnestly. “‘When your suit’s finished, 
Jonathan, I’ll make more socks and 
mittens to sell and put the money in the 
jar. I should have thought of that long 
ago. Nothing will be right for us if we 
can’t help each other the best way we 
can. It wasn’t really good, working for 
something just for myself—” 

Jonathan had twisted about and was 
putting a row of kisses across her cheek. 
“1 did think at first,” he said hesitantly, 
“that blue slippers were a rare extrava- 
Come today and worn out to- 

But so’s a shad-blow tree and 


gance. 
morrow. 
thing to remember when the blossoms 
have blown away.” 

“Blown away, snown away,” Twig 
said sleepily but no one heard him. 


pervades the atmosphere. Setting, 
buildings, everything in Deep River 
gives the carefree air of a resort. 

The unique nature of the research 
being conducted at Chalk River has 
drawn scientists from all over the British 
Empire, and this blend of talent and 
race is reflected in the families of Deep 
River in an amazing friendliness and in- 
formality noticeable especially to people 
coming here from cities. Two kinds of 
clothing are evident: sportswear and 
evening dress. Ski togs and parkas are 
the rule for winter. There are no hats 
anywhere except in church. Evening 
clothes, usually made at home, are 
elaborate, as an escape from informality 
perhaps. 

“People really live in Deep River,’ 
says Elizabeth Williamson, wife of the 
village surgeon. “In the city they don’t 
know what they want, or where they’re 
going. It’s the simplicity we like here. 
Everyone’s on an even salary basis. 


, 
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ACADEMIC YEAR OPENS 
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AMAZING CREAM REMOVES 
UNSIGHTLY HAIR 
QUICKLY, SAFELY 


Acts Below “Razor Line’”’ 


Without Cutting or 
Scraping Legs 
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VANCOUVER & TORONTO 


Look for the Chatelaine 
Institute Seal of Approval 





Any product that bears this Seal has 
been used again and again in Chate- 
laine’s own housekeeping  depart- 
ment. Every part of it has been care- 
fully examined in the laboratory 
under Chatelaine Institute super- 
vision, 

Only those products that give a 
satisfactory performance in all the 
tests are awarded the Seal of Ap- 
proval, For they must be practical 
and easy to use as well as scientifi- 
cally sound, 


The Chatelaine Institute Seal 
of Approval is your guaran- 
tee of quality products 








The modern way to remove 
ugly hair from your legs is with 
Neet Cream Hair Remover. 
It works deeper than a razor, 
._-4.-helow the surface of the skin. 
Safer too from razor cuts and 
scratches. Neet leaves tender 
| skin soft and smooth, free from 
| razor stubble, Just apply Neet 
r like any cream, then rinse off 
and hair disappears like magic. 
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Nobody’s trying to keep up with any- 
body. There’s no snobbery that I know 
of. We realize we’ve got to be friends. 
If you get sick, with no relatives here, 
there’s no one to depend on but your 
friends.” 

There are few in-laws in Deep River; 
little parental supervision or criticism 
of elders. Their personal problems are 
simplified. Financially secure, they are 
free to live as they choose. 

Deep River is not a company town, 
although it is run like one. Governed 
by National Research Council, it belongs 
not to Ontario, its geographical prov- 
ince, but to the Dominion Government. 
A village council was elected in the early 
days but, without authority or respon- 
sibility, soon dissolved from lack of 
interest, and a Steering Committee com- 
prised of representatives of recreation 
clubs, with power to act in an advisory 
capacity only, took its place. A village 
superintendent, Major Hammond, is 
available at the Town Office to look 
after all their needs. 

If your kitchen tap is dripping, or 
the bathroom door won’t close, or 
there’s too much weight of snow on your 
roof—you appeal to the Town Office and 
they attend to it at once. You don’t 
have to worry about your ice or your 
coal or your wood. Just say how much 


VOU Wulit; amd thee it iss Or-if-1t 13s 


a train you wish to catch, a station 
wagon picks you up and gets you there 
on time, for nothing. You don’t have 
to communize to provide a playground 
for your children. A trained govern- 
ment-paid specialist is here all summer 
to organize and conduct courses and 
classes including swimming, with motion 
pictures indoors when it rains. Children 
love Deep River. They threaten to run 
away if parents move them to another 
place. 


Created for One Purpose 


Of course, scientists do have prob- 
lems. They can’t escape responsibility 
to fill their jobs. 

I see this whole setup as a sort of 
wheel, with say 50 chemists, physical 
and medical research workers as the 
hub. Around them are engineers, be- 
cause what they will find will eventually 
be given to the world through this other 
profession. Around them again is the 
large administrative personne! in ratio 
of seven to one. Everything in both 
places is arranged for one purpose only: 
to allow the 50 research scientists to 
function. 

These men are willing to take risks, 
to face unimaginable difficulties and 
problems. They are working, not for 
war, but for peace. As one of them 
said to me: “We already know how to 
be destructive with this power. What 
we are after are ways of putting it to 
use.” 

With all the hush-hush talk associated 
with this place, one hesitates to ask 
questions. ‘“‘The power shortage has 
certainly frightened people,” 1 said, 
“they can see the end of rivers and 
streams.” 


The scientist stared at me for a 


minute. 


“Listen,” he said. “There is so much 
energy, do you know what we do? We 
have to bury all we don’t know how 
to use. Put it behind walls so it won’t 
interfere with what we do know how 
to use. I do wish,” he went on earn- 
estly, “that somebody would write an 


article sometime that™ wouldn’t keep 
promising the taxpayer immediate re- 
turns on his money. We do the best we 
can, but research is a never-ending, 
continuous search. It has to keep on, 
and on, and on—” 

The fact that so much of their work 
is secret and not to be published in the 
scientific journals of the world, or dis- 
cussed freely with scientists from other 
countries, might tend to hamper scien- 
tific investigation and discovery. Na- 
tional Research Council has acted on 
the assumption that the more contented 
a man its in his home, the keener will 
his mind and perceptions be at his work. 
Deep River is his home, and as such 
is provided and equipped with as many 
outlets for him as possible. 

Everybody benefits. The govern- 
ment-subsidized Community Centre ts 
of use to the whole family, the entire 
district—from the Well Baby Clinic 
Tuesday afternoons to the moving pic- 
tures in the auditorium three nights a 
week, Sports, crafts, drama and 
churches are centred in this building. 

“How does the Deep River Commu- 
nity Centre differ from other centres?” 
I asked the blue-eyed director with the 
blond crew haircut. 

“In participation,” he answered. “It’s 
phenomenal. We have 95% partici- 
pation hére-” Most” coniniinity centres 
have 15%.” Deep River possesses 54 
active clubs, Director Cropley said. 
“We provide villagers with what they 
like to do. Once organized they are 
autonomously run and financed. We 
have as many as 4,200 users of recrea- 
tional facilities in one month. I don’t 
know if it’s the best way to run a 
community centre,” he said modestly, 
“but it works, so we keep on.” 

One has only to glance at the variety 
of clubs they have here to see how the 
village is alive. They cannot go to see 
the Ballet, so they bring an instructor 
up from Ottawa and learn how to do 
it themselves. Cut off from the theatre, 
they not only study drama, but write 
and produce it as well. When the Deep 
River Players put on a play, the entire 
village turns out. There is a great rush 
for tickets and for baby sitters. The 
Deep River Digest (a weekly paper 
distributed by Community Centre) is- 
sues a public invitation to all baby 


Perhaps their most unusual recreation 
is boat building. Once the ice has left 
the Ottawa the river front is alive with 
these small craft. The entire population 
could be evacuated, I am told, in a 
couple of trips of these boats. Sabot 
Prams, motor cruisers, auxiliary day 
cruisers, runabouts for outboard motors 
and Y-Flyers abound. In the. Yacht 
Club are several members who know 
how to handle wood. Everybody helps 
everybody. The Point Clare Yacht 
Club, birthplace of Canadian Y-Flyers, 
supplies them with complete plans. All 
these boats, they tell me, are jointly 
built, financed and operated, 

Another unusual feature in Deep 
River is the National Research Council 
village hospital. It provides for every 
aspect of the family’s physical needs: 
dental, surgical, medical and maternity 
—with three doctors, two dentists and 
16 nurses. “It’s a friendly place,” one 
villager says, ““where you may go to 
have teeth filled, a bone set, or a baby 
born; where all the staff know you and 
your family, and you know them. The 

Continued on page 54 
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MISERY? 


ABSORBINE JR'S (\/E D7 ACTION 


BRINGS 
RELIEF! 


Absorbine Jr.’s “Wet-Dry” 
action helps relieve Athlete’s Foot 
in two ways! 


First, Absorbine Jr.’s “wetting” 
action cleanses the area of infec- 
tion by removing dead skin and 
dissolving the. stale.perspiration 
products on which Athlete’s Foot 
micro-organisms thrive.This allows 
Absorbine Jr.’s active ingredients 
to contact and kill all of the 
Athlete’s Foot micro-organisms it 
can reach. 


Second, Absorbine Jr.’s “dry- 
ing’’ action between the toes 
inhibits the growth of infecting 
micro-organisms. Absorbine Jr.’s 
“‘Wet-Dry” action heips to heai 
the open cracks and promotes 
regrowth of a smooth unbroken 
skin barrier against reinfection! 


When tested clinically under 
strictly controlled conditions, 
Absorbine Jr. proved successful 
in 3 out of 4 cases! 


Caution: In severe cases of 
Athlete’s Foot it is not possible 
fer Absorbine Jr. to reach and kill 
all of the Athlete’s Foot micro- 
organisms. If your own case of 
Athlete’s Foot persists after using 
Absorbine Jr. as directed, consuit 
your physician. 

Guard Against Reinfection: 
Don’t share towels or bathmats. 
Boil socks at least 15 minutes to 
kill the micro-organisms. Get your 
Absorbine Jr. at any drugstore 
today .. . $1.25 a bottle. 







Look for 
cracks 
between 
the toes 
tonight 


BOURBINE JR. 







Examine the skin between your toes tonight. 
When cracks appear between your toes it 
means that Athlete’s Foot micro-organisms 


can strike. It’s time for Absorbine Jr. 


” 





Pass a swab of cotton soaked in Absorbine Jr. 
between the toes. Its “wetting” action 
removes the flaky dead skin and dissolves 
the stale perspiration products on which 
Athlete’s Foot micro-organisms thrive. 
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y 


“Rinse” between the toes with Absorbine Jr. 
full strength. Its rapidly evaporating in- 
gredients dry the skin between the toes to 
inhibit growth of Athlete’s Foot micro- 
organisms. Absorbine Jr.’s ‘‘Wet-Dry’’ 
action helps heal broken tissue, thus pro- 
moting a smooth unbroken skin barrier 


against reinfection, 


W. F. Young, Inc., Lyman House, Montreal. 
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TEEN BEAUTY 
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® 5 é 
| ORRIED over weight . muddled on make-up oa i t] 
| ] despairing about dandruff? You’re not alone, my lass! , r 
Me too... that is, the me that used to be. Just i 
glance at Textbook Tech’s Year Book *49 . . . and : I 
learn all! | s 
4 Ss 
Big Brother Call You Fatso? y 
Izzatso?, Well toss a nod at that outsize modei spread i y 
a hither and yon on the rugby stand. Yep, me .. . tummy 3 
_ fat and all. Any resemblance to a football is inevitable. ss 
| But hark ye, that was last fall term! Now, though I still s 
can’t boast a cheerleader chassis, at least I look a scale in the : si 
face without flinching. ; il 
You see, | went into rigid training with my will power. ; i 
Decided I was missing too much fun. So when the gang : 
gathered after four for chocolate floats, I ordered lemonade ‘ ‘ 
‘n’ ingersnaps. Second helpings are athing ef the pudgy 4 
past, and I’ve struck up eating acquaintance with salad i ~ 
greens and fresh fruit. Vowing a vow, I learned some : fi 
stretch-and-bends from our gym teacher, to them A.M. and Jn 
P.M. And I made a real discovery good posture is auto- ; ] 
| matically slimming! : d 
fon 
Bothered by Blotches? ae 
Well check this class shot, and take new hope! That’s 7 s! 
mother’s little gal in the back row—the one with the gloom ; 
on. Seemed every time I posed for a pic, or snaffled a date, g 
horrible things happened to my face. Then I decided that fe 
“4 if I could lick Math, I could lick my skin worries, too. And n 
if I didn’t skip those before-bed cleanups now and then, I A 
te wouldn’t wail over that reflection in the mirror. e 
Mom heard me moanin’ low, and sent me off to a derma- 
tologist. He’s a skin physician, so this is the straight dope. T 
Fresh air and plenty sleep, the doctor ordered. And th 
no make-up, but no on skin that’s broken out. Gentle N 
cleansing with a soft face cloth, rinsing with cold water. - 
You bet I listened close! 
zs . Your Topknot a Whatnot? 
7. “At business I wear a soft linen suit 2. “At the beach | don braided, bright ; 
like a bright daffodil. Its tucked-in jacketis straw sandals, an apron in gayest carousel | Then sean this Seandal—“A third form miss is asking 
held by a rainbow of little belts whose cir- _ colors copied froma Portuguese fisherwom- for a brush-off’—let’s face it, my pretties, that means me, ; 
cles are echoed by bands of dainty hem _an’s, take off my jacket, and get down to the dandruff doll. A nice hot drink of hemlock, | wished 
tucking. And, of course, I rely on gentler, work in my pretty little yellow linen peasant 4 
é even more effective Odorono Cream... blouse. I’m confident of my charm all eve- j 
because I know it protects me from perspi- _ ning, too, thanks tonew OdoronoCream... i 
ration and odor a full 24 hours!” because I find it gives me the most effective 
New Odorono Cream brings you an im- protection I've ever known!” 
proved new formula in a bright new pack- It never harms fine fabrics, and is so 
age. Stays creamy smooth too... even if gentle you can use it right after shaving! 
you leave the cap off for weeks! You'll find it the perfect deodorant! 












Neu Odorono Cream 
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) got Pisbleng ? 


by Eileen Morris 


% 
iteé i that writer . . . then I reconsidered. If it was now locker- 
lass! i room gossip, | should know . . . and get busy. 
Just { So happened that dermatologist helped out here, too, 
and : He explained dandruff and face fuss go hand in hand, for 
; scalp and skin work as one. If dandruff touches your face, 
’ shoulders or back . . . theyll blemish. And if you touch 
i you face when it’s broken out and then start primping 
read i your hair—well! 
mmy ; An every-five-days sudsing with a good shampoo is a 
able. 3 sure dandruff chaser. I really concentrate on my scalp, 
sull : scrub it with a soft toothbrush. Four rinsings leave my hair 
1 the | squeaky-clean, and whenever possible I flip it dry outside 
' in the sun. For in-between care, I keep an antiseptic scalp 
wer. > — lotion on the bathroom shelf. 
gang 
nade - You Puzzled Over Paint ’n’ Powder? 
udgry 4 That leads us--straight. tothe final item on. this. page 
salad i —a smudged shot of our Hi dramatic club, all tucked up 
ome | — for Pinafore. We warblers in the chorus lined up to have a 
and ; make-up specialist put on our faces. Right after the show 
iuto- ; I dragged her into a corner, started popping questions. How 
‘ does one get that Lana-mouth, for instance? Well, she 
* near dropped. Thought it was ridic, on young fry. A teener 
‘ should concentrate on a pleasant expression — lipstick 
hat’s | slightly up at the corners of your lips, and no overdoing it. 
joom i She recommended pinks or true reds—-said a gal couldn’t 
date, _ go wrong on those. Purples and tangerines, she felt, were 
that for more experienced hands. She suggested I brush down 
And / my obstreperous eyebrows ... pluck out the stragglers. 
sn, I | And aside from that, develop a bright and interested 
expression. 
rma- . So that’s it... my soul bared, my secrets shared. 
lope. _  There’s still plenty to learn, but I’m trying hard. Even 
And | though Pop snorts fire when I hold up the bathroom! But 
-ntle _ Mom understands . . . her back-to-school gift proves that 
ater. / —a cologne to call my own! 
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oniathing Wonderfil Ww) 
New Woodbury Teuder 


makes mu Skin look Satin Smooth 


says GLORIA DE HAVEN 
co-starring in 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer’s 
“SCENE OF THE CRIME” 


|" 


There is something wonderful in New 
Woodbury Powder—a new ingredient that gives 


your skin a smooth-as-Satin look. 


And Woodbury shades are just.a glow of Satiny color on 
your skin—richer, warmer, they give none 
of that obvious “powdered” look. New Woodbury 


Powder is finer-blended than was ever before 






possible. And the subtle, exciting fragrance (MADE IN 


clings as long as the powder. 


Now see for yourself why, in a test 
among thousands of women, 
Woodbury won by an average of 
4 to 1 over all other 

leading brands of powder! 








7 glow-of-color shades, 19¢, 37¢ and 65¢ 
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by Jacqueline Roy 
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THEN A group of women have been meeting twice a month for The menfolk go for salads served this novel way. Hamburger 
14 years and are looking forward to another 14 with the buns are stuffed with coleslaw, chopped meat and _ pickle 
ia elt B..keenest antic ation, tbat_group must have something. To _.._relish then served with crisp raw onion rings and watercress. 


find out what that “something” is, the Institute went to one 
of their meetings at the home of a member in a Toronto suburb. 





a We found a friendly and enthustiastic group who are combatting ; ; 

g the monotony of housework routine by meeting to exchange ideas Topics of discussion range from teen-age problems and book reviews 
‘a and work out mutal problems. This group of domestic Dr. Anthonys to food and entertaining. 

3 has smoothed the path of each member at some time or other and has Here are some tips we collected. 


proved such a source of inspiration that none is willing to drop her 





. . . ; 
membership even when she moves to another part of the city. Entertaining 


q 


Husbands approve of it heartily too. Say it keeps their wives happy 


. 5 , aS Por ; ae. ; nated awe . , . . 
and mentally alert. (Although their late hours sometimes cause the Drop-in-when-you-can gatherings and casual parties are preferred; 


husbands to ask plaintively, “Don’t you women ever know when to does away with fuss and formality. Easily prepared food is popular for 


these occasions and is made ahead of time where possible. 


come home?’’) 


Mrs. Ingham and Mrs. Spencer, when serving their homemade 
rolls, make them early in the day and reheat them in a moistened 
paper bag in the oven before serving. Mrs. Cridland prepares her 
salad ingredients hours ahead and stores them in the refrigerator. 
Fruit must be well drained and lettuce dried by shaking gently in a 
clean tea towel. 

Mrs. Byworth makes her sandwiches first thing in the morning, 
wraps them securely in aluminum foil, then stores them in the 
refrigerator for use in the evening. Unexpected visitors never catch 
Mrs. Graham napping. She keeps a roll of cookie dough in her 
refrigerator all the time, slices off what she needs at the moment, 





slides them into the oven and serves fresh cookies to delighted 
visitors a few minutes later. 

Guests are disappointed if Mrs. Weldon doesn’t serve one of her 
special marshmallow treats. They're no work at all and you can try 





é one for yourself by using the recipe on the following page. 


This live-wire group of homemakers meet regularly to exchange leen-age entertaining follows an informal pattern too. The 


ideas and discuss their problems. Entertaining is their hobby youngsters enjoy making up their own Dagwood sandwiches and 


= } é with refreshments their special interest—lots of food experts here. grilled dishes, so mother leaves buttered rolls, slices of bread and 
other fixings, wrapped and stored in the refrigerator within easy reach. 

For hot weather, favorite foods are salads, sandwiches and ice 
cream sundaes or sodas. Bottled beverages are tops for hot or cold 


weather. 





Kor cool weather, hamburgers, “hot dogs,” scrambled eggs and 





bacon or baked beans head the list of do-it-yourselves. Also popular 






are casseroles of scalloped potatoes and onions, meat or sausages 






with vegetables that only need to be reheated at the last minute. 






An unexpected favorite and wonderful warmer-upper is tomato 


Oia 






soup or tomato juice heated with an equal amount of consommé— 





with slices of lemon floating on top. 






Most men have to acquire a taste for salads. The women find that 






care in preparation is most important. Ingredients should be cold, 
crisp and colorful, Substantial salads  # Continued on next page 
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“They Pool Their Ideas 


Continued from preceding page 


rate high, such as Klondike Salad, made 
with cubed processed cheese, peas, onion 
rings, diced celery and mayonnaise. 
Meat and hard-cooked eggs cut up in a 
salad call for second helpings too. 

When father is going to be late for 
meals, try Mrs. Judge’s way of keeping 
dinner hot and fresh. She browns chops, 
steaks and small pieces of meat in a 
frying pan, then when her doctor hus- 
band steps in the door she pops the meat 
into her pressure saucepan—vegetables 
too—and everything is ready in a few 
minutes. 

Stretching exercises—for budgets, that 
is—are also a topic of great interest with 
this group. The cost of meat is the 
biggest problem of all. 

Mrs. Rowntree makes a large ham go 
farther by having the butcher cut off one 
or two slices 14 ta 34-inch thick. Thes« 
she freezes in her ice-cube compartment 
and stores them there to be used a week 
or two later baked in milk with cracker 
crumbs or with pineapple juice and 
cloves. The rest of the ham she boils 
and serves at once. She sometimes 
decorates and bakes canned luncheon 
meats or meat loaf like the ham slices. 


Mashed zotatees-help ext enchisent-or- 


stretch the end of the roast. Meat 
patties made this way are particularly 
tender too. Mrs. Milne’s recipe for 
Tasty Meat Patties tells how it’s done. 


Mrs. Milne’s 
Tasty Meat Patties 


l4 pound minced steak 

OR 2 cups cooked leftover meat, 
minced 

1 medium-sized onion, chopped 

Salt and pepper 

l4 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 

1144 cups fluffy mashed potatoes 

1 egg, slightly beaten 

Flour 


METHOD: Combine minced meat, 
onion and seasonings. (If fresh minced 
steak is used, fry in dripping, stirring 
gently, until lightly browned). Fold into 
fluffy mashed potatoes. Add beaten egg 
and combine. Form mixture into pat- 
ties, dip in flour and brown lightly on 
both sides in hot fat. Cover and simmer 
slowly until heated through. Serve 
with heated condensed soup as sauce 
tomato, mushroom or celery. 

Yield: 4 servings. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Mrs. Graham’s 
Ham Rolls With Sauce 


2 cups flour 

4 teaspoons baking powder 

lg teaspoon salt 

4 tablespoons shortening 

34 cup milk 

114 cups ground cooked ham 

2 tablespoons soft butter or 
margarine 

i '4 tablespoons prepared 
mustard 


METHOD: Sift together the flour, 
baking powder and salt and cut in the 
shortening with a pastry mixer or fork. 
Add the milk to make a soft dough. 
Turn out on a floured board and knead 
lightly a few seconds until the outside 
looks smooth. Rol!l out 4 inch thick ina 
sheet 12 inches long and 10 inches wide. 
Combine the ham, butter and mustard 


and spread over the dough.” Roif dough 
up lengthwise like a jelly roll and cut 
into slices 114 inches thick. Place on a 
greased pan, cut side down. Bake in a 
hot oven (450 degrees F.) about 14 
minutes. 

Yield: 8 servings. 

Serve with a sauce made by heating a 
can of condensed tomato or celery soup 
or with cheese sauce. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute 


Mrs. Fowler’s 
English Butter Tarts 


Plain pastry dough 

\g cup butter or margarine 
l4 cup golden corn syrup 
4 cup brown sugar 

l4 to 24 cup raisins 

l¢ teaspoon nutmeg 

\¢ teaspoon salt 


2 eggs 
METHOD: Line twelve 3-inch tart tins 


with pastry. ..Chil while making filling. 
Melt butter, add all ingredients except 
eggs. Mix thoroughly. Let mixture cool 
and add the eggs beaten just suffictently 
to combine yolks and whites. Pour 
filling into pastry-lined tart tins. Set on 
cookie sheet and bake on lowest rack 
in very hot oven (450 degrees F.) for 
15 to 20 minutes. When baked, loosen 
CALL tk om peieriod--tenife, 
stand for at least 10 minutes before 
removing from tins. 

Yield: 1 dozen tarts. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Mrs. Buck’s 
Toffee Drops 


2 packages candy toffee bars 
1 tablespoon butter 

1 tablespoon milk 

2 cups corn flakes 


METHOD: Melt toffee bars in double 
boiler. Stir in the butter and milk, then 
fold in the corn flakes. Form into 
clusters with a fork. 

Yield: about 18 drops. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Mrs. Weldon’s 
Marshmallow Squares 


30 single graham crackers 

30 marshmallows (cut in 
quarters) 

1 tin sweetened condensed milk 

14 cup walnuts 

6 maraschino cherries, sliced 

'4 cup moist shredded coconut 


METHOD: Roll crackers; add_ all 
ingredients but coconut. Spread in a 
9 x 9-inch pan and sprinkle with coconut. 
Chill overnight in refrigerator, then cut 
into squares. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Mrs. Weldon’s 
Marshmallow Balls 


lg pint whipping cream 
24 marshmallows 
12 graham crackers 


METHOD: Whip cream in a deep bowl. 
Fold in marshmallows, being sure they 
are completely covered with the whipped 
cream. Let soak overnight in refrigera- 
tor. Roll out the graham crackers be- 
tween two sheets of waxed paper. Lift 
marshmallows out of bowl, one at a 
time, with a spoon and gently roll in the 
crumbs. Keep in the refrigerator until 
serving time. 

Yield: 24 balls. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 
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Fane tue Chiffon Fie 


White corn syrup leads a busy life in summertime. You ae a Tru ly Th rifty Desse rt ' 


can use it to smooth ice creams and sherbets, to sweeten iced tea 
and fruit drinks, or combine with fruits for freezing. Try drizzling 
it over breakfast cereals and summer fruits too. 


t tins : 
Hing. The Secret? !t’s Velvet-Blended 


xcept 
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* cool . Eighteen per sth ¢ ; 
cent cream P Ww s ¢ ” 
nly aE epee yoo ream ina ean is a new and with Carnation to Save Cream! 
Po: ' convenient product. It needs no refrigeration until the can is 
ver opened, so is ideal for cottage and traveling. Costs about the same Says 
et on 3 ra Mrs. R. BLAIR, Toronto 
i as the fresh cream. : 
rack i former Hospital Dietitian, 
) for and Teacher 
osen i “My family raves about the 
Pte e The electric hostess is. something new. It’s a portable smooth texture and creamy 
fore 3 insulated tea type of wagon which can be plugged into an elec- flavor of Carnation desserts 
: teal let. Dist f food ; —" like this Chocolate Chiffon 
rical outlet. Dishes of food are popped into it piping hot from Pie’, says Mrs. Blair. 
5 the stove then wheeled out of the kitchen to dining room, living “There's nothing to cook 
| room or veranda. Made of anodized aluminum it comes in or bake. And it’s easy on 
: several light colors and is very easy to push. my budget, because I use 
? Carnation Evaporated Milk 
4 instead of cream.” 
3 Undiluted Carnation is 
i : heavy enough to whip so 
Cream soups go summery too. They are just as it sana aaa casar in 
good cold as hot—any kind or combination is good. Mix equal many recipes. And re- 
amounts of soup and milk, blending in the milk slowly. Chill member:—One cup of 
thoroughly about 3 hours—then serve in chilled bowls. Garnish er —_ Swo cups 
; “ha : sia hia a Res of bottled milk in consis- 
ble with lemon slices, sprigs of parsley, slivers of green pepper or tency and food values. So 
“aa chopped, crisp bacon. you just dilute Carnation 
half and half with water 
nto for recipes that call for 
milk! 
A nourishing thirst quencher is quickly made by 
combining equal parts of well-chilled tomato juice and well-chilled 
milk. Add 14 teaspoon salt to each glass plus a dash of pepper 
and mix well. 
ee. 
An ice cream sundae tray, where each guest makes ae 
; Z 7° Paen gue axes Three Times 
his a a very “posh.” All you do is fill bowls with @ ‘Carnation Mother’’ 
. canned fruit, tinned syrups, nuts and maraschino cherries. ‘sts : cece 
rie : ee : . a chino cherries. Guests Mrs. Blair, former dietitian 
a the trimmings at their own discretion, and teacher, shown here 
with 10-menth-old Margar- 
ey et Anne, has three husky, 
< healthy children who were 
all Step right up and have a sparkling soda. NO COOKING - ai = raised on Carnation Milk. 
a Make it yourself by putting a scoopfui of milk sherbet or ice KING! fi sow Your children too, can get 
t ; ama parce ene al nee e NG ° a healthy start in life with 
it. cream in a tall glass and pouring in ginger ale or fruit syrup and Pie as Catention foemmia Ack 
ut soda water. Chocolate Chiffon your doctoraboutCarnation 
: for your baby—it’s the milk 
‘ mbs 1 cup Carnation Milk, chilled every doctor knows. 
cru ice-crystal & 

- 1 cup vanilla water sai to ice-cry HEAR BUDDY CLARK SING — 
ice cubes in a hurry. Summer heat means a heavier 3 tablespoons melted ” V4 teaspoon mint extract every Mondey night on Cerne. 
demand on ice cubes. You can hasten their freezing by filling 1 ae or —- the Gelalan Metwark. See your 

7 > ° ° oe : ra i i 
the trays with water which has been chilled in the refrigerator, V4 cup cold iia Va teaspoon vont, Y ee ae 
% 00 Oe eet below boiling Shev 1 Enjoy COFFEE more-with Carnation 
; r plain 
Mix crumbs of vanilla wafers (or a ag 
, it oh ihe” einen ne ae afers) with butter, press ; 
Hot. yet co that’s peppermint candy, and mighty sweet wafers lar 10-inch buttered pie 
‘ refreshing in a heat wave. Crush it and add to chocolate pud- deep 9-inch of ok Soften gelatin in 
V ; dings or sprinkle over ice cream, stewed pears or cake icings. plate. oe hot syrup, then chill until 
d Make peppermint milk by soaking 4 pound of crushed pep- water, res old but not thickened. Whip 
- : permint candy in 4% cup of milk several hours, stirring occa- —,. Milk; fold in flavoring and ~— 
. ° . : ° 4 > a % cOte 
4 sionally until dissolved. Add 2 or 3 tablespoons of this flavored silk Pour into crumb a My 
t 5 milk, and a pinch of salt to 1 cup of chilled milk, beat with a zm with shaved chocolate. Serves ¢ 0 . q 
4 » beate n serve in a glass with fre i “aves ‘i d Book” giving mo 
, rotary beater, then serve in a glass with fresh mint leaves. SEND FOR the ‘Velvet aloes | Oi ee, Carnation EVAPORATED 
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“from Contented Cows” 


: dian Product 
Quick mop-up. A rubber sponge picks up moisture from A Cane 
kitchen table tops and stoves more efficiently than a dish cloth, 
Dries more quickly and lasts longer, too! + 
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THE BEST GO TO AYLMER 


Dewy-fresh and tender-sweet | 


Always choose AYLMER 
for that ‘fresh-picked" flavor 


‘Taste these green” peas With the 
“June garden” flavor . . . tender and 
sweet! You just know they're Aylmer. 


For Aylmer supervises the growing of 
thousands of acres of green peas ... 
from seedtime to harvest. Aylmer 
supplies its own seed . . . then Aylmer 
field men go from farm to farm, 
imapecting the luxuriant green vines 
and advising when the crisp young 
pods are just right for harvesting. 


One taste and you know these peas 
come right off the vine to have 
their “‘fresh-picked™ flavor sealed in 
. .. by Aylmer. You can be sure 
of fine flaver and good nutrition wieners and potato salad on a hot day. For cooler weather 
in all canned vegetables, fruits slice the wieners as illustrated and sauté them in the frying pan. The 
. by 


re uit ; I} tener Curls fo p s alloped potatoes or a casserole of 


i cheese. Complete the menu with fresh fruit and rolls. 


and baby foods . . 


a SS SSS SSS SSS rss SSS ys sss 


Your Family 


r-in-a-bun makes nately on skewers. Brush the wieners 
Deserves . 


vy, that’s not the and onion with melted butter or mar- 


Aylmer Quality . a garine and broil until the wieners are 
20 ideas well browned. 
| per cisnes and 
ak aa ' | savory tidbits that feature the econemi- Wieners 'n’ Beans: Top hot baked 
en pean ; si frankfurte beans (your own recipe or those from 
a can) with wieners. Place in a hot 
Because wieners oven (425 degrees F.) until wieners are 
oooke en slightly browned and heated through 
u buv them, thev rust need t c about 10 minutes. 
. < J D 
; S Water sac let them Simmer Ke Wiener Omelet: Brown sliced wie- 
; s s. | s ners and chopped onion in a frying pa! 
z, mars stter anc with a little bacon dripping or mar- 
saute. D t prick garine. Pour in your favorite omelet 
s ASTM n S- muxture and cook, covered, until the 
Ls, rem © the CaSiRg Octore serving. omeicet Is done. Fold over onto a hot 


platter (wieners on the outside) and 
Cheese-stuffed Wieners: Stuff split Serve with chili sauce. 


ers ¥ <g-i me eers s 
DrUCeSSeC Cheese. TaD 2 Strip of Dacon Wiener Curls: Cut wieners cross- 
a ” —_ witha tooth wise in 44-inch slices—not quite through. 
— = ” ~ omee during the Fry gently in a little bacon dripping 
COIR, UI ood 3S QUoaed. or 


margarine, coaxing the wieners int 
a horseshoe shape with a fork as they 
ng cook, When curled and nicely browned, 


ane Set 


Wiemer Kabobs: String inch- 


~ r <= 


ve on top of hot petato salad, maca- 
™ AK : ana cheese or Duttered noodles 
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by Jane Monteith 


of Chatelaine Institute 


with Wieners 


Or cut cooked wieners in the same 
fashion and serve cold on a savory 
potato salad as illustrated. 


Potato - Stuffed Wieners: Stuff 
cooked, split wieners with freshly cooked 
mashed potatoes seasoned with a little 
grated onion. Brown under the broiler. 


Wieners in Pastry Blankets: Spread 
2\%-inch pastry squares with prepared 
mustard and roll around half-wieners. 
Seal pastry edges securely, prick and 
bake in a hot oven (425 degrees F.) for 
about 15 minutes. 


Wieners in Barbecue Sauce: Brown 
1 medium-sized onion, finely chopped, 
in 2 tablespoons of mild dripping. Add 
2 tablespoons vinegar, 2 tablespoons 
brown sugar, 44 cup lemon juice, 34 cup 
ketchup, 1 tablespoon Worcestershire 
sauce, 1 teaspoon dry mustard, 1% cup 
finely chopped celery and 1% cup water. 
Blend well and add salt and pepper to 
taste. Simmer gently for about 20 
minutes, then pour over 8 wieners in a 
baking dish and bak» in a moderate oven 
(350 degrees F.) for about 20 minutes, 
basting with the sauce occasionally. 
Four servings. 


Savory Wieners: Split wieners half- 
way through lengthwise. Blend together 
2 tablespoons brown sugar, 1 tablespoon 
dry mustard and enough vinegar to 
make a paste. Fill the split wieners 
with the paste, wrap with strips of bacon 
and broil. 


Wieners and Sauerkraut: Place 
heated sauerkraut in a greased casserole 
and top with wieners arranged like the 
spokes of a wheel. Place in a hot oven 
(425 degrees F.) for about 10 minutes 
or until wieners are browned and heated 


wien 
through. 


Wiener Splits: Stuff split wieners 
with a mixture of chopped onions and 
your favorite cucumber pickle. Fasten 
the edges of the wieners together again 
with toothpicks and broil, turning occa- 
sionally, until slightly browned. 


Wiener Vegetable Casserole: Fill 
a medium-sized casserole with a mixture 
of wieners (cut in % inch pieces) and 
fresh vegetables cut in small cubes, 
season with browned onion and pre- 
pared mustard and add i can of con- 
densed vegetable soup. Top with 
cornbread or biscuit dough and bake in 


a moderate oven (375 degrees F.) until 
the topping is baked. 


Creole Wieners on Rice: Brown 
14 cup chopped onion in 2 tablespoons 
dripping; add 2 cups canned tomatoes, 
14 cup chopped celery and salt to taste. 
Simmer, covered, for 20 minutes. Add 
6 wieners and cook for 5 minutes longer. 
Serve over hot rice. Four to six servings. 


Savory Wiener Casserole: Place 
split wieners in the bottom and around 
the sides of a round casserole. Fill the 
centre with your favorite moist savory 
bread dressing and top with sliced raw 
tomatoes. Bake in a moderate oven 
(375 degrees F.) for about 25 minutes. 


Peppy Wieners: Fill split wieners 
with a mixture of chili sauce, horse- 
radish and lemon juice. Broil. 


Wiener Macaroni Salad: Mix cold 
cooked wieners, cut in %-inch cubes, 
with cold cooked macaroni, diced celery 
and grated carrot. Bind with m-yon- 
naise seasoned with onion juice and a 
little prepared mustard. Serve in lettuce 
cups with tomato slices and green pepper 
rings. 


SALAD ACCOMPANIMENTS 


Wiener-Cheese Bites: Split cold 
cooked wieners in half lengthwise. Fill 
with cream cheese seasoned with mus- 
tard, pickle relish or minced onion. Fit 
wiener halves together again, roll in 
waxed paper and chill. Cut in 1-inch 
pieces and serve on toothpicks. 


Wiener Pinwheels: Slice fresh bread 
lengthwise of the loaf, spread with a 
mixture of butter or margarine and 
prepared mustard. Place a wiener at one 
short end of the slice and roll up like a 
jelly roll. Wrap in waxed paper and store 
in the refrigerator for an hour or so. 
Slice in 14-inch slices and broil on both 


sides. 


Broiled Wiener-Cheese Rounds: 
Spread Melba toast rounds or crackers 
with prepared mustard. Arrange several 
thin slices of cooked cold wieners on 
each piece of toast. Top with grated 
cheese and broil until the cheese is 
melted and lightly browned. 


Wiener Tidbits: Cut cooked cold 


wieners in small pieces, dip in a mixture 


of prepared mustard and mayonnaise 


and roll in fine cracker or cornflake 


crumbs. Serve on toothpicks, 
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Canada's finest, tomatoes are 
specially grown for ylmer | 


Over 25 years have been spent by the Aylmer Seed 
Farm developing tomatoes best suited to Canada’s soil 
and climate. And millions of seedlings are supplied to 
Canadian growers to produce specially flavorful 
tomatoes for Aylmer! That's why everyone 

(6= =~ says: “Aylmer sure knows its tomatoes!”’ 


Hamilton, Conada 
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Bac your apron in the good old summer- 
time! Serve table-ready meats 


—and stay calm and cool. 




















W: ANT a real taste treat...an experience 
in flavour and texture... downright 
eating goodness? Then choose one of these 
eight Table-Ready Meats... Eight which 
have won the coveted Seal of Quality with 
the unconditional guarantee that each food 
which bears it is the finest of its kind. 
Made from selected dinner quality meats, 
each is as good for you as it is good to 
eat! So look—next time you shop—for the 
Seal of Quality on the dealer’s showcase 
or in his window. W here you see it, you 
know you can buy Table- Ready Meats 
you'll serve proudly to family or guests. 


ae This Swift Quality 

sa Seal identifies a 
Siam family of food 

‘ QUALITY products which you 
FOODS can buy with com- 


“ rs 


es 


plete confidence that 
each is the finest 
of its kind. 


PME of TABLE-READY MEAT 
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Meals of the Month 


AUGUST 1949 














BREAKFAST LUNCHE( IN or SUPP ER , DINNER TI IE 
‘ON | a ; Sausage Pinwheel 
MON ei Chicken-Noodle Soup Mashed Potatoes ) 
oa Tomato and Cottage Cheese | Wax Beans 
Toast Jam Salad | Cantaloupe Ring with | 
| Coffee Tea Hot Biscuits Honey Blueberries | -ED 
| ; Fruit Punch or Chocolate Milk ia __ Coffee Tea WEI 
| TR al i OE, . 
a ced Vegetable ces Sav Omelet Boiled Spiced Tongue 
TUE | Mixed es sae Sliced Cusamuiate - Lettuce | Parsley Potatoes ) 
Toasted Biscuits French Dressing Fried Vegetable Marrow 
(leftover ) Vanilla Rennet Dessert Gingerbread al | 
Jelly Cherry Sauce | Green Applesauce . THU 
x Coffee Tea a a Tea ek _ Cocoa po Coffee TO: | | 
yy Ae ae ~ | Toasted Cheese and Tomato | ae 
ED Applesauce _ Sandw iches Cold seat tai ) 
Buckwheat Griddle Cakes | Berri 5 as Potato Salad —- Carrot Slaw | wa// 
. rep. - sii W: a Cherry Tarts 
| Coffee Cocoa afers FRI | 
| 


Tea Cocoa | _ Coffee Tea | 


Boston Baked Beans Stuffed Spareribs 


Grapefruit Juice 

















Cereal Lettuce Salad Browned Potatoes 
Toast aii Fresh Fruit Creamed Green Celery 
Ce ff T ce Cinnamon Buns Blueberry Cupcakes a la mode mga 
— ns Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea SAT 
Sema celica —_—_—___________- sedis stiches tilanttasealdag iia daa | 
RI F resh —— I oached — ¢ 
Cereal with Fresh Berries | cjicg, . Raw-fried Potatoes 
—_ Toast Conserve chene a anh nem Broiled ——_ 
Coffee Tea Creamy T, % Pudd Gooseberry Pie } , - 
y Tapioca ing . 
oo | ae ad Chilled Fruit Drink | Coffee Tea SUN 
Ss AT Frizzled Bologna ‘Slices Veal Stew with Potatoes | 
4 Chilled Tomato Juice Mustard Pickles and Carrots ° | 
Cereal Hot Potato Salad Green Salad Bowl : ' 
| Bran Muffins Honey Raspberries and Cream Chocolate oa Pudding ——— 
| Coffee Tea Doughnuts Chopped Nut Topping 
| Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea_ MON 
coment cpt camer eimenecninncecmenoomace ||) <caninrntrt een ieanneeeeee |4 mca ee. 
I ‘i | c { Potato Sou 
SUN Cantaloupe Mixed Fruit Juice Cocktail | - an Cold Plate Pp ’ 
Cereal Assorted Toasted Sandwiches | (Jellied Meats, Beet and Celery 
Soft-cooked Eggs _ Raw Relish Tray _ Salad, Carrot Sticks) 
ae Toast Ice Cream Butterscotch Sauce Blueberry Crackle Pudding a 
Coffee T ea Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea TUE 
S apart ~~ Macaroni and Cheese _ ; 
MON Grapefruit Juice Head Lettuce Liver and Onions 6 
Cereal Russian Dressing Parsley Carrots 
Toast Jelly Green Applesauce Creamed ae iz, 
Coffee Tea Cookies Lemon Jelly Roll a 
j | _Tea [i ae | Coffee Tea | W ED 
cea ee -|— = i: eee earn ee 6 
| TUE | Sliced Oranges | Cream of Corn Soup Corned Beef 
French Toast Mixed Vegetable Salad | E Boiled Potatoes 
| | Syrup W — ee Muftins Jam | Cobenay it eae Cream 
| ; Tez Cocoa : umCrsp i : = 
| Cai mn | | Coffee Tea 
| am sigsiieiclesiadaninagiealiaiiniieiniagie oe | i tie 
” nail Cauliflower on Toast with Clear Tomato Soup 
W ED | Fresh Berries Cheese Sauce f een 


Cold Sliced Corned Beet 


Cereal | Green Salad Lyonnaise Potatoes 





Toast Jam Citrus Fruit Cup Harvard Beets | 
Coffee Tea aN Brownies ; Snow Pudding 
, se Cocoa Coffee __ Tea 
‘ - Mock Duck _ 
THU Stewed Prunes Baked Stuffed Tomatoes Ke *tchup 
Cereal Celery Sticks Radishes Mashed Potatoes, Green Beans 
Toasted Scones one 4 Vanilla Cup Custard Chilled Cantaloupe 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa Waters 
os Coffee Tea 


Clam Chowder : 


Fish and Chips Spinach Molds with Sliced 


| FR FRI Chili Sauce 


Tomato Juice 





Scrambled Eggs acai Mes > | Eggs | 
Brown Toast a Jam ee ee ae | Savory Rice Minted Carrots | 
| Coffee Tea Tea none Black Currant Roly-poly 
pa sirens | kia ee eS Coffee Tea 

; Individual Meat Pies 
| SA T Orange Juice Sliced Bologna Boiled Potatoes 
| 
| 








| Orange Juice 


} Cereal 





| ea Cocoa 
Fruits in Ginger Ale Jelly “Hot Baked Ham Butt 
SU N 
Conserve Hot Graham Rolls Green Beans 
Bread Sticks Prepared Mustard 

Coffee Souffié 

Boiled D > 

Poached Eggs Carrot and Raisin Salad ee 


Cereal Coleslaw with Green Pepper Vegetable Marrow 
Johnnycake Syrup Spanish Cream with Fresh 
Mixed Vegetable Juices on Lettuce Fruit Chutney 
| Toast ; orve | sraham Rolls . 2 
Coffee Tea Crackers and Cheese be S z 
| i aay Sen sy Cocoa _ Coffee Tea 
Cucumber and Tomato Salad Creamed Potatoes 
Toasted Rolls (leftover) Jelly | t ‘ 
15 Coffee Cocoa _. Gingersnaps ‘offee S 
ih : Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
‘ ; (Beef Brisket, Potatoes 
Brown Toast _ Jam Chiiled Wa‘ermelon Carrots and Onions ) 
Cofiee Tea Tea Cocoa Lemon Milk Sherbet 
SRE See | Coffee Tea 





Toast Marmalade | Johi cake -§ S ah Cre a 
Coffee Tea Tez 20% Fruit Sauce 
i eS ___ Coffee Tea 
Plain Omelet Fruit Salad Dressing Scalloped Potatoes 
Blueberry Shortcake | 
Onion Soup Sliced Cold Ham Butt 
Fresh Fruit Platter Minted Green Peas 
Tomato Juice Cocktail 
‘TUE E Stewed Apples | Italian Spaghetti omato Juice Cocktail 


~~ Cream of Chicke n Soup 
Ww ED | Orange Halves Tomater med with Casserole of Beef and Macaroni 
| Cereal otato Salad Beet Greens with Baby Beets 


Toast Marmalade | _Celery Sticks Che Pj 
|] 17 = Coffee Tea qineerenap Trife Coffee ary Se Tea 
Tomato Juice Fresh Corn on the Cob 


1 | 
“THU Tene Sliced Cucumbers and Lettuce | 
Buttered Green Cabbage 


d Toasted Scones Jam | Stewed Plums 
. P | Cooki 
1s Coffee Tea Tea as name Blancmange with Jelly 


er Ra a tet oe Fe ee Se oe —|— Coffee Tea 








‘Beef Broth with Vegetables 


Baked Stuffed Heart 
Fried Potatoes 





| ~~ Devilled Egg Salad Ov 
| Mixed Fruit Juices with Sardines 6. ae ‘i _— 


| 
Cereal Coleslaw Boiled Pe eas 
tatoes Green Peas 
‘ Toast Jelly Diced Pears and Oranges Fresh Plum Crisp 
Cottes Tea , Coconut Cake | Custard Sauce 
i Tea Cocoa Coltee Tea 


5 Tone ianccaenaae 

















BREAKFAST 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


Fresh Peaches 
Branflake Waffles 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Cocoa 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Soft -cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 


Shiced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Stewed Fresh Plums 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Grapefruit Juice 

Poached Eggs 

on Brown Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Stewed Figs 
Cereal 
3iscuits Honey 
Coffee Tea 


SUN | Melon 


Cereal 
Muffins Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Cocoa 


Orange Halves 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Blended Fruit Juices 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 
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LUNCHEON | or SUPPER 


Baked Peppers Stuffed with 


Macaroni and Cheese 
é Berries 
Coconut Cake (leftover) 
Tea Cocoa 
Saimon Saiad 
Green Pepper Rings 
Finger Rolls 
Lemon Cup Cakes 


Fi ruit Punch or Iced Milk Drink 


Welsh Rarebit 
Dill Pickles Radishes 
Chilled Watermelon 
Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Casserole of Corn, Onion 


and Green Pepper 
Tossed Salad 
Fresh Fruit Cup 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Rice and Cheese Croquettes 
Head Lettuce Wedges 
Russian Dressing 
Apple Betty 
Tea Cocoa 


Peanut Butter Sandwiches 


Grated Carrot and Onion Salad 


Fresh Gingerbread with 
_. Cream Cheese 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Crackers 
Cabbage, Raisin and Walnut 
Salad 
Gingerbread (leftover) 
| Tea Cocoa 


Corn on the Cob 
Tomatces Stuffed with 
Cottage Cheese 
Lettuce Wedges 
Fresh Whole Pears 
Tea i ee 


jellied Vegetable Mold: 
Potato and Cucumber Salad 

Chocolate Blancmange 

Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Hard-cooked I Eggs 
on Toast 
Summer Salad 
French Dressing 
Layer Cake (leftover ) 
Coffee Tea 
Cold Meat Loaf 
Green Salad Bowl 
Fruit Trifle 
Tea Cocoa 


Chili Con Carne 
Tossed Salad 
Suiced Tomatoes 
Crackers Cream Cheese 
Currant Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 


DINNER 


Boiled Pork Hocks 
Parsley Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Butter Tarts 
Coffee Tea 


| ee niente canals 
| Short Rib Roast of Beef 
| Horse-racish Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Cauliflower 
Ice Cream with Fresh Fruit 
Coffee Tea 
jC onsommé — Popcorn Garnish 
Cold Roast Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Vegetable Marrow Creole 
Peach Shortcake 
_ Coffee Tea 
Beef and Kidney Stew 
Parsley Potatoes 
Glazed Carrots 
Creamy Rice Pudding 
Iced Tea with Lemon 


Veal Birds 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Sautéd Eggplant 
Blackberry Cornstarch 
Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


: | Grilled Sausages 


Mashed Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 
Sliced Oranges in Jelly 
Custard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Pan-broiled Fresh Herring 

| Potato Cakes 
Sliced Cucumber and Onion 
oe Plum Whip 
Icebox Cookies 
Coffee Tea 
Hamburgers on a Bun 
Pickle Relish 
French Fried Potatoes 
Green Beans 
| Berry Cobbier 
eka Coffee T 
Ps 
| 


Mixed Grill 
(Broiled Minute Steak, Bacon, 
Grilled Tomatoes ) 
Noodles Spinach 
Fruit Cup Layer Cake 
Coffee Tea 
Meat Loaf 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Squash 
Orange Bread Pudding 
_ Coffe € Tea 


Bean Soup 
Crown Roast of Wieners 
Mashed Potatoes 
Boiled Cabbage 
Broiled Peaches 
Coffee Tea 
Lamb Stew with Potato 
Dumplings 
Green Peas and Onion Rings 
Cantaloupe Balls in Lime Jelly 
Cotfee Tea 


Hot Weather Suggestions 


THIS COLD MEAT platter with its salad-stuffed tomatoes is 
suppers or lunches. Serve with extra 
mayonnaise, mustard pickles and thin bread and butter sand- 


ideal for hot weather 


wiches. 


Grilled luncheon meat—Cut slices of luncheon meat as it 
comes from a can. Grill them and serve with creamed vege- 
tables (peas and carrots are good) poured over them. 


Meat-slaw sandwich—Cut slices of luncheon meat (about 14 


inch thick) as it comes from the can. 


Make a sandwich with 


two slices of meat and coleslaw and serve with raw relishes and 


hot buttered rolls. 


OUR RRL TC 


WITH A CHOICE OF THREE DELICIOUS NEW erty 


Bakes im 20 wminuites! 
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Look what we have here—a bright garden of rem wrk vegetables nestled 
around savory slices of Swift’s Prem. Here’s a satisf 
that “‘fixes fast.”” And wait’ll you taste that special ble 
distinctive two-meat flavor. For Prem, you ine 
that’s both juicy pork and tender beef. 


summer main dish 
that gives Prem its 
Ow, is different. It’s the one 


Marthe Logan’s PREM GARDEN PLATTER 


Out of the oven and ready to serve in a cool matter of minutes 
(4 servings) 


3 Cooked broccoli 
@ *Toppings—(choice of three) 


¢ I can Prem cut in 8 8 sions 
e Cooked new ye prea s 
e Tiny or sliced carrots (cooked) 


Arrange slices of Prem on shallow baking dish with cooked vegetables. (Prem really 
does things for all vegetables.) Pour melted butter over vegetables. 


*Top Prem with one of these: (1) Mayonnaise, % cup mixed with 2 table- 
spoons each prepared mustard and minced sweet pickle; (2) Sour cream, 
1 cup, with chopped chives (pictured); (3) Blue cheese, #4 cup, crumbled: 
mixed with 2 tablespoons prepared mustard. 


Bake in moderately quick oven (375°) for 20 minutes. Whichever topping you choose, 
you'll find this a tempting, nutritious way to serve THAT DELICIOUS COMBINATION 


OF PORK AND TENDER BEEF... Switt: 


S Prem 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. TS EF 
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OT 
114 cups sifted pastry flour 
¥2 tsp. baking powder 


4 tsp. grated nutmeg 
Y2 tsp. salt 


Y2, cup Jewel Shortening 
14 cup sugar 

1 Brookfield egg yolk 

2 tsps. grated orange rind 
2 tbsps. orange juice 


es together 3 times, flour, baking powder, nutmeg and salt. 
Cream Blended Jewel Shortening (Jewel is so light and 
fluffy—creams easily and quickly!). Add sugar gradually; mix in 
egg yolk and orange rind. Cream well. Add dry ingredients to 
Jewel mixture alternately with orange juice, combining well 
after each addition. Wrap in waxed paper and store in icebox 
over night. Next day, roll small sections of dough between 
palms of floured hands to form small sticks—about 3” long and 
as thick as your little finger. Place on Jewelled cookie sheet and 
sprinkle tops with granulated sugar. Bake in a moderate oven, 
375°, 10 to 12 minutes. This recipe makes about 2 doz. cookie 
stix—they’re crisp and delicious and keep very well. Serve them 
with a cool fruit drink on warm summer days. 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. LIMITED 


“For delicately-flavoured cookies, fluff- 
light cakes, and tender, flaky pastries, 
fine cooks insist on Blended Jewel 
Shortening. Easily diges- 
tible, Jewel has extra 
nutritional value too. 
You'll like Blended Jewel 
for all your baking, 
cooking and frying—it’s 
so fine and pure.” 





Swift's Home Economist 








SHORTENING THAT “‘Bhuds BETTER 


Vo Fairy Tale 


Continued from page ¢ 


a part-time job with one of the professors 
who’s writing a book.” He drained a 
elass of milk, pushed back his plate and 
smiled at her. Blue eves, brown hair, a 


1] l, ete 
frank open face, a tall, rather awkward 


figure slouched a bit on the stool. 
Thev walked out together into the 
spring sunshine. 
He sniffed the air. 
work today,” he grinned, “Everyone 


needs a vacation.” Then Hiring the 


“Too erand to 


question at her, “Got a bike?” 

“Yes.” 

She did not mention that she also had 
acar. Quite naturally she had brought 
it with her, but on discovering that 
bicveles were the usual mode of trans- 
portation next to feet, had left it most ot 
the time neglected in the garage. 

“Good!” His blue eyes were bright, 
alert, “What do vou sav? Let’s take the 
day off and go out into the country.” 

That was the beginning. Never would 
she forget that day, from the moment 
when she had met him at the corner of 
Wood and Walnut Streets, the basket of 
his bicycle piled with brown paper 
parcels, and he had eyed her up and 
down, her bare head, white shirt, 
dungarees_ rolled 
halfway up her legs, 
and had sent her 
back sternly for a 
sweater to that 
final moment when 
they were parting in 
front of the men’s 


Enchantment 


by Pauline Havard 


Enchantment may be near or far; 


A grassblade or a petalled star; 


apple trees in full blossom; Paris 

“Yes,” she said slowly, “but it w 
never like his. 

That night she called her friend lon 
distance and put off her visit. 

“Oh,” said the girl before And: 
could even voice an excuse, ee ' m: 
Watch out, Andy!” 

And Andrea had laughed. “Oh, | 


he’s different.” 


THAT VACATION had been wonder{ 
almost too wonderful: eating mea 
together on stools at lunch counters 
carrying trays in the cafeteria; in t 
spring twilights sauntering along thi, 
streets of the town or across the campus: 
and when mist or rain engulfed them, 
seeking shelter in the movies. 

Often he talked about his studies 
“History isn’t: just history,” he said 
once, his face tense, his eyes alert, 
“It’s economics and sociology and the 
whole life of man. Sometimes I think if 
only people knew more about the past 
That’s why | want to teach.” 

“It must be wonderful to have some- 
thing like that to work for,” she sighed. 

“Why did you come here then?” he 
threw at her. 

“Just because I hadn’t anything 
else—” her voice died away. For sud- 
denly the hidden purpose of her coming 
was revealed: to 
meet Steve. 

And vividly she 
remembered what 
Gram had said to 
her once—it was 
apropos of the rid- 
ing - instructor epi- 


gym, and he had A swallow’s wings like silver sode, “There will 
unashamedly col- shears; be a lot of people 
lected her share of The gay flounced dress a tulip who will like you 
the cost of the lunch wears. for your money, 


throwing back over 
his shoulder as he 


mounted his bike, _— 

“If you don’t over- To find their 

sleep tomorrow, I’II home— 

be having breakfast A child's face 

around 8,30.” A door closed 
Between those night; 


two moments how 
many others 
the sudden glimpse 
of violets dotting 
the ground in purple patches beside the 
country road which they took when they 
left the highway. How quickly she was 
off her bicycle, dropping it recklessly to 
the ground and leaning over, grabbing 
bunches of the flowers and holding them 
to her face. 

“Violets. Growing just like that!” 

Then the lunch which they ate beside 
a brook sitting on a fallen tree trunk. 
The stream gurgled over stones: on the 
hill beyond she could see the yellow- 
green fuzz of the trees and here and there 
a bright blotch of red bud. The sun was 
warm upon her head, her back, and in 
her nostrils was a faint, tangy, woodsy 
odor. 


She blinked at him. “I didn’t know it 


could be so beautiful.” 
“Didn’t you?” 

gentle A 

before?” 


His eyes were very 
“Surely, you’ve seen spring 

She paused a moment before answer- 
ing. Yes, she had seen many springs in 
many places: New York, where it came 
almost imperceptibly with the lengthen- 
ing of the afternoons until your fur coat 
grew hot and heavy on your shoulders: 
the south where suddenly you plunged 


Into summer; Gram’s house with the 


While they are lucky who have 


And love, a talisman to keep 


In the strange borderland of sleep. 


Andrea, but never 
forget, there will 
always be a few who 


wonders close to will love you for 
yourself.” 

in the firelight; She thought of 

fast against the that now as _ she 


sank onto the hard 
bench in one of the 
drugstore booths. 

“Hullo,” she 
smiled at the boy 
behind the soda counter, “The usual, 
please.” 

Steve always insisted on ordering 
milk for her. 

“You’re too thin. Got to put some 
weight on you, and color in your cheeks 
—not the kind that comes in boxes.” 

It was a long while since anyone had 
paid her that kind of attention. Once 
she had had a governess who had urged 
her to eat “to grow and be strong,” but 
her father and mother had always been 
so busy with their own affairs— 

She caught her breath and set down 
the glass. 

He was standing there, smiling dow: 
at her. 

“Drinking your milk, like a good 
girl?” 

“Oh, Steve, Steve!” she whispered. 

He slipped into the seat beside her 
and closed his hand firmly over hers. 

“What’s the matter, kid?” 

“Steve, I should have told you 

“T knew.” 

“You knew?” 


“Yes, all the time. That’s why I sp 
to you that first morning. It wa: 
strange—you had all that money- 
could have gone anywhere, done 4 
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A i hn I The et 


- yet you were just a loncly little 
And then when I saw you were 
ng so much fun being an ordinary 
voing out with her boy friend, and 
nillions attached, I couldn’t let you 
It would have spoiled things. 
he smiled, “I got caught in my 
trap. Falling in love with you 

tin the original plan.” 
e gave a little gasp. “‘Steve! You 

You have—” 
(lis smile was very tender. “Didn’t 
know that?” 

| thought so but—it’s too wonderful 

) be true.” 

{le moved closer and pressed her hand 

ight. 

“| think it started that first day when 
you picked the violets and said you’d 
never really seen spring before.” 

She sat very quict, as the wonder 
seeped into her heart. Her prayer had 
been granted: it was the same, it was 
going on, not only for a little while 
longer, but forever—her whole life. 

“lowly she voiced her happy, galloping 
thoughts: ““We can get married after 
you get your degree, and we'll have the 
whole summer. We can take the car and 
go for a trip—west—or east and when 
we find a place we like, stay there. And 
when fall comes and your work starts—” 

She felt him draw away. The clasp 
on her hand loosened. 

“It isn’t quite as simple as that, 
Andrea.” 

The tone of his voice, the look on his 
face cut into her dream. 

‘*What’s the matter? Don’t you want 
to marry me?” 

“Not quite like that.” 

“You mean the money makes a 
difference?” 

‘*Money always makes a difference, 
whether you have it or not. Marrying 
a rich girl isn’t easy.” 

She stared at him, remembering the 
other men. Then she laughed, gaily, 
happily. 

“If it’s the money you object to, I'll 
get rid of it, give it all away. We'll 
have your salary.” 

“You couldn’t live on what I'll be 
making.” 

“TI don’t need things — honestly, 
Steve!” 

‘But suppose you get sick or we have 
children or we want to buy a house— 
then you’d remember what you'd given 
up and how you could have had a 
better doctor or could have sent the kid 
to camp, and you’d regret it, and keep 
wishing. and end by turning against me 
and blaming me.” 

“No, No! But if you feel like that, 
I’ll keep it and put it away and forget 
it—except for emergencies.” 

He smiled faintly. ‘“‘And the emer- 
gencies would keep coming up—vacation 
in the summer, dentists, winter coats, a 
larger house—things you’d want not too 
much for yourself but for me and the 
family. And perhaps you wouldn’t be 
keen about living in the places where my 
work took me, or moving around as 
better positions offer. And of course, 
there would be no necessity.. And with a 
little persuasion I might even give up 
my work and be just a hanger-on, and | 
wouldn’t like that, and neither would you. 
| wouldn’t be the man you married, and 
we'd quarrel—” 

“Steve, how can you talk like that? 
Trips and houses and fur coats and night 
clubs—they aren’t important, honestly! 
I’ve had all those things. All I want is to 
love you and have you love me.” Her 
voice broke, tears gathered in her eyes. 


“1 ee . 
ets get out of here,” he said 
savagely, 
table. 
She bit her lip and, he 


ried through the store 


tossing some coins on the 


ad down, hur- 


and out on the 
street. He slipped his arm through hers 


and led her away from the lights and the 
crowd pouring out from the movies. 

a But there must be some way, Steve,” 
she whispered. 

“There is one way”—his voice was 
very low "we can say good-by, write 
it off as a beautiful spring, an idyl, tuck 
It away in our hearts and our mem- 
ories—— 

She stopped in the middle of the 

street and faced him. 
: “Don’t ask me to give you up, please, 
Steve. I couldn’t bear it. You’re the 
only person I care about in the whole 
world. The only person | have!” 

“No one is irreplaceable,” he ans- 
wered, “ You'll find someone else.” 

“But they aren’t like you. They take 
me places to impress me and they hunt 
up the terms of ay father’s will: and 
they never make me drink milk.” 

The hehe leaped into his cyes. 

“Darling!” Then as they walked on, 
“We could wait till I’m making more 
money and can make a pretense of 
supporting you.” 

“But why should we,” she cried out, 
“when we don’t have to? I want to be 
happy now. I want a home now. And 
we can have one.” 

Lots of young people have to wait,” 
he said softly. ‘“Wouldn’t you—if I 
asked you to?” 

Her answer was very low. ‘I suppose 
so. But it seems sort of foolish—if you 
really love me and want to marry me.” 

He did not answer. Silently he 
walked along at her side, his face turned 
away. She watched him anxiously, her 
heart beating fast. 

Then suddenly he gave her a quick 
smile. 

“If I can get someone to take my place 
at the library Saturday, how'd you like to 
go home with me and meet the family?” 

She gave a gasp. “Oh, Steve!” It 
was all right then, everything was all 
right. **T’d love to.” 

“Okay. I'll try and fix it up.” 

She slipped her arm through his and 
squeezed it. “But it sort of scares me. 
Do you suppose they’lI like me?” 

He laughed. “Don’t worry about 
that. The question is: will you like 
them?” 

‘But, Steve, I like most people— 
honestly.” 

“Not everybody, though. — Tollie 
didn’t make much headway with you.” 

“Oh, but he was interested in the 
money.” She brushed that aside casually. 
“How do we go?” Adding hesitantly, 
“There is my car.” 

“Just what I was thinking. The 
family would never forgive me if we 
didn’t drive up to the front door in your 
car.” 

That little sentence slipped by her, for 
she was thinking of other things. At the 
dormitory she faced him: 

a 


“ec 


“Then we're engagec 
He smiled. “I can’t give you a ring.” 
“] don’t want a ring—of platinum or 
diamonds or anything—but just you.” 
As they drove together along the 
highway on Saturday, she chatted 
gaily, “I must get your family straight. 
There’s your mother, of course, and your 
father who runs a hardware store, and 
Philip who has a job in a factory, and 


your sister Lorraine who’s very pretty 


and works in a real-estate off Sh 


esiate o7iee,. oie 
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He'd insist on a completely depend- 
able electric refrigerator! ... and 
reliability sounds the keynote of 
McClary extra vu-a-l-u-e! Sealed-in 
Power Unit, rigid All-Steel Con- 
struction, stain-resisting Porcelain 
Enameled Interior, permanent 
Fiberglas Insulation . .. and a 
5-Year Warranty. 


He’d want lots of room inside!... 
a McClary with ample space for a 
big family’s food—-shelves arrang- 
ed for extra-tall bottles, roomy 
Vegetable Crisper, capacious 
“Meat Keeper’. 


He'd demand plenty of ice cubes! 
. . . and he’d choose a McClary 
with Automatic Cold Control to 
give ice in a hurry at the turn of a 
dial. So easy to make and keep 
frozen desserts! 


He’d see the McClary Dealer now! 

. and take you along, too. Your 
feminine eye for styling will light 
up with delight when you see how 
beautiful a refrigerator built for 
dependability can be! 


MSCLARY 


REFRIGERATORS 


PRODUCTS OF GENERAL STEEL WARES LIMITED 
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You can mix this Dream Cake in 5 
minutes instead of 20 by using this 


new MARGENE method. 


It’s so easy to follow, and your cake 
will be wonderfully light and delicious, 
but note carefully the way in which 
f the ingredients are mixed. 


bia DREAM CAKE 


34 c. MARGENE 1% ec. sugar 

2 c. sifted cake flour % c. milk 

3 tsp. baking powder 1 tsp. vanilla 

Na % tsp. salt 2 eggs, unbeaten 


Have ingredients at room temperature. 
Cream MARGENE uatillight and fluffy. Sift 
cake flour, baking powder, salt and sugar 
together. Add dry ingredients at once to the 
creamed MARGENE. Add milk and vanilla. 
Stir carefully until the dry ingredients are 
just moistened. Beat by hand for 300 strokes 
(or using an electric beater, for two minutes 
at medium speed). Add unbeaten eggs. 
Beat again for 150 strokes (or using an 
electric beater, for one minute at medium 
speed). Turn batter into two 8” layer cake 
pans, lightly greased and lined with waxed 
paper. Bake at 350°F. for 35-40 minutes. 
Remove cakes from pans; cool on wire 
























rack. Spread favourite vanilla frosting 
between the two layers, with a few 7 WD y 

me 0 chopped maraschino cherries. “on orcas go ‘ 
Cover the top and sides of the = “opt “ne \* ots . 
cake with the same frosting. , ios XG ita cehi ganic ¥ 
Decorate with shredded coconut we oS a9'¢ oe ww we a 
and red maraschino cherries. att yer ae we “1 


FREE MARGENE ‘i 
RECIPE BOOK 


Send the FREE voucher 
from your MARGENE packeg 
with your name and address to: 
Brenda York, Canada Packers Food Clinic, 
At Vancouver or Winnipeg or Toronto 





CANADA 
PACKERS 
LIMITED 


In return, a recipe book, containing 60 tested MARGENE recipes, and 
illustrated in full colour, will be mailed to you free of charge. This offer 
expires when the books run out, so mail early to avoid disappointment. 












has a boy {friend son of the 


' ~ p 
bank manager. hen there’s Patty, 


r| 
} | ¢ ‘ 
They were all there on the piazza 


waiting when she and Steve stopped in 


ee , 
front of the little house, set in the middle 


of a small yard with garden 


who’s just a little gi 


and garage 


in the rear. 
De finitely , on this occasion, Steve was 


not “the odd one.” He was greeted 
affectionately, even with acclaim, and 
she was welcomed with open arms. 

She looke d her best in sport clothes, 
so she had worn a lightweight, rasp- 
berrv-colored tailored suit, bringing 
along a tan coat; but the minute she saw 
the ladies of the family, their elaborate 
silk dresses, earrings, necklaces, make- 
up, she realized that she had not clothed 
herself properly for the occasion. 

“Oh, dear,” she said to herself, “did 
they think they had to dress up for 
me?” But she consoled herself with the 
thought that it was really a compliment. 

Mrs. Bannister and Lorraine fluttered 
around her, led her upstairs, apologized 
for the one bathroom, and, when they 
sat down to lunch, for the fact that 
Patty would have to wait on table. 

‘“T suppose you’re used to servants?” 

Andrea smiled in answer, remarking 
easily, “Oh, no, we’re great on cafeterias, 
aren’t we, Steve?” 

There was a little pause, then Mr. 
Bannister broke it by asking: “ Your 
father made his money in oil, didn’t 
he?” 

‘“A good deal of it,” she answered 
frankly. “But | was too young then 
to know much about it.” 

‘But surely” —this from Phililp—‘ you 
have some idea where your income 
comes from?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘“‘My 
father appointed trustees to look after 
it for me, and when | came of age | 
just kept them on.” 

Lorraine laughed prettily. “All you 
have to do is to spend it. How wonder- 
ful!” 

“IT suppose it is,” she answered 
thoughtfully. ‘But I’m not a very 
good spender either, I guess,” 

After lunch she offered to help with 
the dishes: ** Please let me. I’d love to!” 
but both Mrs. Bannister and Lorraine 
were shocked. “‘We wouldn’t hear of 
= piloted her to the front piazza, 
where later they joined her. 

Two or three neighbors dropped in 
from next door and across the way, 
and a couple of cars stopped in front of 


and 
a@inu 


the house, and their occupants came 
sauntering up the path. 

“IT hope you don’t mind meeting our 
friends,” said Mrs. Bannister. “ We’ve 
lived here practically all our lives, and 
everyone is so interested in Steve.” 

But Andrea could not help noticing 
that after she was introduced by name, 
someone of the family—not Steve— 
always added with a little smile, 
“Andrew McFarland’s daughter, you 
know.” 

Later they went for a drive to see 
the town, 

“Of course,” said Lorraine depre- 
catingly, “it won’t be much for you 
to see. You've been so many places.” 

“It’s Steve’s home town,” Andrea 
answered, “That makes it unique.” 

During the drive they passed a large 
hotel on the outskirts, high on a hill, 
overlooking a lake. It was pointed out 
to her proudly as quite a resort, very 
expensive, with one of the best orchese 
tras in the country, 


“We've none of us been there exo. 4 
Lorraine, but they sav the foo 
very good,” 

“It is,” Lorraine added with a 
of her blond head. “Ronald took 
His family aren’t poor by any m« 
but even he thought it was st 

There was a little pause, and sudd: 
it came to Andrea what was expx 
of her. 

“Can’t we go there for di 
tonight?” she said quickly. “I'd 
you to be my guests. And Lorra 
can you bring Ronald? It would 
nice to meet him.” 


SHE DID not have a chance for a 
word alone with Steve till the party 
was over and they were putting the 
car away. All during dinner he had been 
very quiet, his glance hardly meeting 
hers. But in the shadow of the garage 
he put his arms around her. 

“Thank you, Andy,” he whispered. 
“It was a great event in their lives.” 

She did not answer. She just clung 
to him, her cheek pressed against his. 

It took her a long while to get to 
sleep that night, and she was awake 
early, thinking about Steve and his 
family and herself. Now she knew 
why he had said, “There’s one way— 
we can say good-by, remember this as 
a beautiful spring—” Not that he did 
not love her, but he had his own work 
to absorb him, and he would never be 
content to be a rich girl’s husband. If 
he were that kind of man, she would 
not love him. Yet in grasping after 
love and happiness, she had been trying 
to push him into that role, co-operating, 
as it were, with his family. 

Restlessly she sprang out of bed. 
She thought she heard someone stirring 
below, so, slipping into a long soft 
blue tailored robe, she stole downstairs 
to the kitchen. 

Patty, standing by the stove, gave 
a little gasp. 

“‘T was supposed to listen for you and 
bring you a tray.” 

Andrea laughed. “Do | have to have 
a tray? I’d much prefer to sit right 
down here and have a cup of coffee.” 

So she sat at the kitchen table across 
from Patty, and they had fruit juice 
and toast together. 

“Thus ts lots of fun,” said Andrea. 

The little girl grew talkative. “We 
didn’t think you’d be like this. When 
Steve’s letter came, we got all excited 
and we pictured you as sort of homely 
and all dressed up in furs and jewelry 
and awfully proud, and mother and 
Lorraine got in a dither about your 
room, and the meals. But you aren't 
like that at all, and you’re pretty, too.” 

“Thank you,” said Andrea. 

“Of course, not as pretty as Lorraine. 
Mother says that now Steve has got 
you to marry him she’ll be able to have 
a new fur coat and I can go to colicze 
and Ronald’s family won’t be so snovly 
about Lorraine and”—she put her hand 
quickly over her mouth—“‘oh, |! 
shouldn’t have said that! Don’t tell 
Steve! He was awful mad yeste: 
about your asking us to go to (‘'¢ 
Manor House—it was when you re 
upstairs changing your clothes. ‘¢ 
said mother and Lorraine had st 
about asked to be asked!” 


Andrea set down her coffee cup. e 
felt a little sick inside. 
“That’s all right, Patty. \ 
mother will have her fur coat 
Continued on page 63 
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BRENDA YORK’S 


“Here's How" 


COOKERY COLUMN 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: Since the Brenda York Column was “born” 
two years ago, more than 200,000 letters have come in from our 
readers—many of them containing splendid recipes and ideas—many 
seeking help with cooking problems. We’re more than happy to 
help—for we know that experiments in food preparation can be both 
costly and time-robbing. And these questions have given us much 
“food for thought”, too. They’ve lows us that many of our 
readers would welcome a series of basic cooking rules—a beginner’s 
course in the simplest and easiest ways to cook the foods served 
most often in Canadian homes. So I’m going to include some basic 
rules in the columns henceforth. These may be “old stuff” to experi- 
enced cooks, but you won’t mind, I’m sure, and you'll all enjoy our 
$100.00 “recipe of the month’—and I hope will continue to send us 
your splendid recipes and ideas, 


(anning with Cans 


is easier than you think 






by Jane Monteith 


of Chatelaine Institute 


WE START OFF with a food that practically everyone loves yet 
which is, quite frequently. improperly cooked. It’s that breakfast- 
time favourite: Bacon. “Maple Peat” Breakfast Bacon is lightly 
cured and smoked to a truly delicious sweetness — and it’s a shame 
to destroy even a mite of that heavenly flavour with wrong cooking. 
So, let’s file into the classroom and learn the right way to panbroil: 


“MAPLE LEAF” BREAKFAST BACON 


1. Place slices of “Maple Leaf” Breakfast Bacon in a cold, 
ungreased, heavy iron skillet. 

2. Cook over a low heat, turning to brown both sides evenly. 

3. Pour off the fat as it accumulates. 

4. Drain on a paper towel. Serve immediately. 


MORE NEWS: Introduced to the public in 1949, Margene was acclaimed 
by 50,000 Canadians in a recent, nation-wide survey. Margene is limited 
by law to 1.6° of colour (almost white) so, for table use, each package 
contains a free colour wafer and easy colouring directions. Margene, with- 
out colour, is perfectly satisfactory for all cooking and baking — it has 
the same delicate flavour, the same smooth texture, the full nutritional 
value. To help you get more use and greater enjoyment from Margene, 
extensive tests have been made in our Food Clinic, resulting in a fine 
collection of 60 Margene recipes. The new Margene Cook Book is illustrated 
attractively in full colour; contains delightful recipes for soups—vegetables 

meat, poultry and fish with accompanying sauces—delectable desserts— 
cookies, tea biscuits—cakes and icings. This very worthwhile book is 
yours, FREE, by simply clipping the coupon from the front of a Margene 
carton and sending it, with your name and address to: 


BRENDA YORK, 


*Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


CANNING WITH cans is a practical way to preserve fruits and 
vegetables. Cans are so easy to handle and they stack well. There’s 
never any danger of breakage. If you use the proper can lining, 
they tend to preserve the color of fruits and vegetables too. 

Cans are not an expensive container to use and are easily obtained. 
(You'll find them in departmental and most hardware stores.) They 


cost about half as much as jars and can be used as many as three times P.S. Unfortunately, in P.E.I. where Margene is not sold, we cannot offer 


the Margene Cook Book to our readers, but we hope our Islander friends 
will continue to participate in the $100.00 monthly contest—and send us 
their recipes this month for ““Maple Leaf” Breakfast Bacon. 


if you have a sealer that reflanges the edges. The sealer itself is an 
additional expense (around $20.00) but well worth it if you do a lot 
of canning. 

The procedure is very little different from canning in glass jars. 
Cans never need to be sterilized but they must be “exhausted” of 


$100.00 PRIZE FOR 
BEST RECIPE USING 


““MAPLE LEAF” 
BREAKFAST BACON 


CONGRATULATIONS AND $100.00 TO: 
MISS FLORIANNA WALKER, COTEAU STATION, QUE. 


for this super-de-luxe pie with its light, 
short ‘‘Tenderflake” crust: 


“TENDERFLAKE” MAPLE CHARLOTTE PIE 


air before sealing. This is necessary to create a partial vacuum in the 
cans which are completely sealed after they come from the machine. 

We at the Institute have found that it’s easier to can with cans 
than you'd think. 


Send your recipe, name 
and address, kucfore 
midnight, August 3lst., 
1949, to: 


Here’s why: 


Make ““Tenderflake” crust, following directions on carton 
of “"Tenderflake” Lard. Place rolled pastry in 9” pie plate 


a water bath canner for fruits and a and bake at 450°F. for 10-12 minutes. Cool. Prepare this 


It’s easy to clean cans. Simply wash 
Follow 


can bottoms In warm soapy water, rinse 
and turn them upside down to drain 
dry. Wipe the outside of the lids with 
a damp cloth; don’t touch the inside. 

It’s easy to fill cans. Pack prepared 
fruit or vegetables to within 44 inch 
of the top (4% inch for corn or peas) and 
then fill to the top with boiling liquid. 

It’s easy to “exhaust” cans. All you 
do is place the filled cans in an open 
pan with enough boiling water to come 
up to within 2 inches of the top of each 
can. Then bring the water back to 
boiling and boil 10 minutes. 

It’s easy to seal cans. A sealing 
machine is just as easy to operate as 
any other piece of household equipment. 
Follow the manufacturer’s directions 
carefully and you'll soon have the knack. 

It’s easy to process filled cans. Use 


pressure canner for vegetables. 
the same procedure you do when using 
with one exception. Cool 
the cans immediately after processing 
by plunging them into cold water. 

It’s easy to label cans. Fasten dated 
labels to cans with transparent sticky 
tape. Use adhesive tape for labels. Or 
write the information on each can with 
a wax pencil. 

It’s easy to store cans. Stack filled 
cans on a shelf in a cool dark place. 
Stack empty cans you plan to re-use 
(after washing and drying) upside down 
on a shelf in a dry well-ventilated place. 

For complete directions for canning 
with cans or glass jars, write for Chate- 
laine Institute Service Bulletin No. 2201 
“Home Canning of Fruits and Vege- 
tables.’ Price 10 cents. + 


glass jars 


BRENDA YORK 


“Good-Things-To-Eat”’ 
Reporter, 
c/o Canada Packers 
Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue, 
West, 
Toronto, Canada 


Winner will be announced 
in my November Column 


filling: 
1 tablespoon gelatine 3 
4 cup cold water y 
2 eggs, separated J 


4 cup maple syrup 

cup whipping cream 

cup almonds, blanched 
and chopped 


$ 
3 


Method: Soak gelatine in cold water. Beat egg yolks. 
Place maple syrup, soaked gelatine and egg yolks in top of 
double boiler. Cook over boiling water, stirring constantly, 
until gelatine is dissolved. Cool. Beat egg whites until 
stiff and fold into mixture. Whip the cream and fold in, 
together with the almonds. Pour into baked pie shell. 
Chill thoroughly. Garnish with whipped cream and 
chopped almonds if de sired. 





And just before we say “class dismissed”, let me remind you not to miss 
the “Margene” colour advertisement in this issue. You'll want to try that 
wonderful, new Margene “Dream Cake” recipe as soon as you read it— 


it’s a honey! Good-bye for now 


month. 


see you when the school bell rings, next 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, pont At , 





50 — Chatelaine, August, 1949 





Take a look at August icumen in 
See the hillsides golden with goldenrod, 
the meadows frothy with Queen Anne’s 
lace . . . the fields in stubble and ripe 
grain in stooks . . . corn yellow onthe 
cob and in the succotash ... apple 
trees heavy with fruit and grapes in 
clusters on their vines soaking up the 
sun and summer. See the heat waves 
dance, the grey smoke curl from the 
threshing machines and the crops come 
rolling in. For August is harvest and the 
harvest moon is as bright as though 


it deserved the credit. 


Don’t say I didn’t remind you that 
blueberries are wonderful. With peaches 
’n’ canteloupe ’n’ ice cream ’n’ apple- 
sauce. Or simon-pure with cream and 
sugar. If you hanker to cook them in a 
pie ot pudaiiiy uf suctiline that’s all right 
by me too. And if you'd like to spice 
some for a winter relish go right 
Now you know what I think of blue- 


ahead. 
beri ies. 


Dos Days. But who minds a heat 
wave if the drinks are tall! . and 


tart... and frosty. Try red plum 


juice sweetened, chilled, maybe mixed 
with apple and sparked with the sparkle 
of sparkling water. Or if you know of a 
better sparkler 


Linen enough for a_ half-dozen 
napkins or a set of place mats can some- 
times be salvaged from an old table- 
cloth. Edged fancy. Nice pickup work 


for sit-down hours. 


Excuse me mentioning such a thing 


but now’s a good time to order the coal. 
Sunshine won't always be a drug on the 
market and you can’t. bottle up this 
weather for next winter. No sir, y 


can’t take it with you, into November 


Sugar and spice and al! things 


that, now, must be what we're 


of. Sugar anyway; last year, so Cana- 


dian Grocer tells me, we spooned trom 
the sugar bowl, ate in cakes, candies, 


biscuits, downed in soft drinks ar 
other sweeties roundabout 100 pounds 
per person. Thought you might like 


to know. 


Hen Camphe 


Don’t be a breakfast skipper. Or 
skimper. And don’t bolt it down with 
one eye on the clock and the other on the 
headlines. Couldn’t you get out of bed 
40 winks sooner? (You, not me!) 


Use your noodle for a change. 
Noodles are nice with chipped beef and 
soup sauce smothered under crumbs. 
Cook a quarter pound with a seeded 
sliced green pepper; drain. Spread in a 
casserole. Pick apart a quarter pound 
chipped beef; scald, drain; lay over 
noodles. Reach for a tin of mushroom 
soup, twirl the can opener and mix with 
water to sauce consistency. Pour over, 
shower with buttered crumbs. Moderate 
oven to heat and brown. Try the same 
with salmon another time. 


Noodies are nice iike this: Devii six 
eggs, bed down on cooked, drained 


noodles (414-0z. package). Add cream 
sauce—about 2 cupfuls—cover with 
grated cheese. Brown in moderate 


oven. 


Tried noodles plain buttered ar- 
ranged around a pile of sausages on a 
chop plate or platter? Noodles are nice 


that-a-way. 


You may be the apple of your 
husband’s eye, and I hope you are. Sure 
to be if you make a batch of pancakes, 
roll up a sausage in each and top with 
hot, thick, strained green-applesauce. 


Pearl above price is the good plain 
cook. Time to proceed to the oeufs a la 
something when you’ve learned how to 


poach an egg. 


Like to line the molds of your jellied 
chicken salad with a sliver-thin slice of 
ham? Tasty and tony. 


Shortcake variations: sliced 
veaches and thimbleberries; blueberries 
raspberries and sliced 


' 
vl . 
ind orange, 


pananas. 








Friend of mine has the last word 
when her husband begins that familiar 
“Why can’t you run your kitchen as 
efliciently as I run my office...” “If 
I filed my recipes,” says she, “I'd get in 
an awful rut with the meals. It’s only 
by scrambling for something that I come 
across something else. Like today | 
started to jook for iamb curry and I 
found that peach ice cream you had 
three helpings of—see!””, And Harry is 
out for the count again. (Serve him 


_ a+ 
rizht LOO. 


The corn is no longer green but ripe 
and ready. Now everybody knows what 
to do with corn. 


Midsummer day’s dream of a bang- 
up luncheon is a hot cream soup, a cool 
perky salad and a picture platter of 
fresh fruit teamed with a coconut cake 
or snowy angel food. 


I learned from an antique cookbook 
that a good way to brown meringue is 
to pass a red-hot shovel over it. Is there 


a shovel in the house? 


If you like cantaloupe you might like 
it better with a sprinkling of powdered 


ginger. Appetizer or dess¢ rt. 


Going places—with a picnic hamper 
under your arm and a healthy appetite 
under your belt? Maybe you have some 
fried chicken drumsticks in waxed 
paper coats, some nice crisp coleslaw in 
paper cups, bottles of olives and trim- 
mings galore, fresh gooseberry tarts 
and beakers of coffee to top off. Me, I’Il 
probably slice the cold salmon loaf, grab 


a few tomatoes, reach into the cookie 
jar for a handful of hermits and pick up 


HS Pawe 





a half-dozen bananas at the corner 


grocery. 


I like soup “waiting in a hot tureen” 
as well as the Mock Turtle ever did. 
But let me sing the praises of a cold bow! 
for days when the temperature soars to 
the late eighties and up. Try a tin of 
condensed cream of chicken and one 
cream of celery stirred together with two 
tablespoons chopped parsley and a half 
cup of diced cooked chicken, then mixed 
with two soup tins of milk. Chill well 
and truly—at least four hours. And chill 
your bowls before pouring. Follow with 
toasted cheese sandwiches, wilted lettuce, 
fresh fruit or fruits in jelly, cookies. 
Lunch or supper. 


Friend of mine recommends Lim- 
; : a = 
burger cheese In the picnic menu. ays 
it keeps ants away—uncles too, maybe. 


Somebody asked me recently did | 
ever learn how to fish. Did I ever learn 
how to fish! Me, brought up on a farm 
with a trout stream at the bottom of the 
hill only a short sprint from the kitchen 
door. Of course I learned how to fish 
and this is the way you do it: First you 
ask your father (or your cousin Alec) to 
take his jackknife and cut a_ poplar 
pole of just the right length and thick- 
ness and “give.” Then you tie a piece of 
fine strong string on one end, wind it 
‘round and tuck the loose end under. 
Now you clip a couple fishhooks to an 
old cork, dig up a few worms, flip them 
into an old tomato can and let’s go. 
When you get to the creek unwind your 
cord, tie on a fishhook, then grit your 
teeth, spear a worm and accordion-pleat 
it over the hook. (But if you’re lucky 
your father—or your cousin Alec— 
will have cut two poles and is now willing 
to put on two fishworms and you can 
turn your back.) Now you take a stanc¢ 
with your shadow behind you, dip your 
line in the water, offer up silent prayci 
and wait with faith and patience for that 


i 
I 
i 


Itale little tug. That’s how I learned 


tO fish and what’s more, to eateh fish 
! ana Frat 230 ~*S Avie 4 ’ 


+ 
u¢ 


and that’s more than you can always do, 
my enquiring gear-laden friend. 


That brook which was the source of 
many a speckled beauty cheated us more 
than once of a good duck dinner. You 
know how it is with ducks, they like to 
go swimming, but don’t always have the 
sense to waddle home afterward. Oh, 
well, the Lord giveth and the Lord 
taketh away. + 
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No pressure 
on handle! 


You don’t have to bear down. 

Just glide your new Bissell* 
over any rug, under beds, under 
the dining room table... for a 
perfect, instant pick-up! 










"brush action 
“does work, for 
you! 


This amazing new feature adjusts 
the brush automaticaily to any 
pile rug, thick or thin... without 
any pressure on the handle. 

It makes your quick clean-ups 
faster, cleaner than ever! 









“Bisco-matic” is exclusive with 
Bissell, and is available now in 
two models...the “Vanity”, at 
$8.45, and the “Grand Rapids” at 
only $6.95. 

Complete with“Sta-up” Handle 
and easy “Flip-O” Empty. 


~-BISSELL 
' SWEEPERS 


Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co. 
of Canada Limited 
Grand Rapids 2, Michigan 
(Factory at Niagara Falls, Canada) 










* Registered Trade. Marks 














| Horoscope Huddle 


Continued from page 3 


Saturday: When you feel a yen for 
learning, snuggle up next to a pile of 
encyclopedias. Sure you haven’t got 
vour yens mixed? 

Sunday: You have a red-hot soul inside 
you... try to keep it there... 
inside you. A good day to stay a-bed. 


But bless you, that isn’t all that 
astrology has to offer me in my hour of 
need! 

Between these  star-crossed 
seers grapple confidently with problems 
that would stay the hand of God. 
Particularly so in that section which 
makes these journals the treasure they 
are, “Your Letters.” Readers are 
boosted over celestial stiles with the aid 
of natal horoscopes, geozodiacal charts, 
psychic numerology and astral anatomy. 

The petty frustrations of my own life 
don’t compare with the forces that 
batter fans of the astrology mags. A 
touching letter signed “‘Leo Doctor” 
(obviously a pseudonym) will illustrate. 

“T am in financial difficulty and 
emotional distress. I’ve fallen in love 
with a doctor who is younger than I 
and married. He regards me as a friend. 
We do surgery together. Things look 
so black . . . has the door shut for me?” 

Granted, this problem is not mine. 
I’Il never be a doctor . . . I who cringe 
at the fine type on medicine bottles . . . 
but still the situation caught my sym- 
pathy, and I turned to the editor’s reply. 

After a quick glance at star maps, 
almanacs and a dog-eared Webster he 
brushes off the problem hurriedly: 

““Saturn’s passage through Leo over 
your natal and progressed Jupiter in this 
sign, to near your progressed Venus and 
natal Mercury in Virgo has presented 
Life’s dark side. But surely your present 
outlook isn’t so bad . . . even if Saturn 
is in early Virgo, your progressed Moon 
is bringing out your Sun Jupiter in Leo.” 

Being of a curious turn of mind, I 
held that one up to a mirror to see if 
it made any better sense that way. It 
didn’t. 

The best bet I see for Leo Doctor who 
must be in real distress at this stage, 
is to cancel all surgery pronto. One of 
these Mercurial Wednesdays when oper- 
ating shoulder to smocked shoulder with 
True Love, another black moment may 
cause that scalpel to slip. Young Doc 
sags across perplexed patient, and the 
door that shuts on Leo has shiny steel 
bars across it. 

Still in search of an answer to my 
own worries, | happened upon a plain- 
tive query from “Muddled Scorpio.” 

“Tl wonder if you can help me find 
a little happiness or contentment in life. 
My son and daughter seem to positively 
hate each other. Can you tell me why 
they are so difficult and trying? What 
can I do to put an end to this unpleasant 
situation?” 

The editor launches into some heavy 
whimsy about parents having children 
only during those months when cosmic 
vibrations assure a child whose character 
will mesh with theirs and with the other 
children in the home. “Your boy has 
Uranus in the third natal house, your 
girl has Mars in that house . . . what 
more could you expect?” he rails. 

Well, ‘“‘Muddled Scorpio,” you asked 
for help, and you’re going to get it. If 

Continued on page 63 
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® Downright delicious—these flavor- 
rich Orange-Filled Rolls are, when you 
make them with modern Fleischmann’s 
Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast! 


If You Bake at Home—choose it for 
quick action—for amazing conveni- 
ence, too! Because Fleischmann’s Royal 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast keeps fresh and 
full-strength in the pantry for weeks— 
and you use it just like fresh yeast! Use 
it for fine-textured bread, tempting 
rolls, buns and dessert breads. Get 
several weeks’ supply, at your grocer’s. 





Makes 2 Dozen 


Measure into large bowl 

1/2 cup lukewarm water 

1 teaspoon granulated sugar 
and stir until sugar is dissolved, 
Sprinkle with contents of 

1 envelope Fleischmann’'s 

Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
Let stand 10 minutes, THEN stir well. 
In the meantime, scald 

3/4 cup milk 
Remove from heat and stir in 

1/4 cup granulated sugar 

2-1/4 teaspoons salt 

4-1/2 tabiespoons shortening 
Cool to lukewarm and add to yeast mix- 
ture; stir in 

1/4 cup lukewarm water 
Stir in 

2-1/4 cups once-sifted bread Hour 
and beat until smooth; work in 

2-1/4 cups more once-sifted bread flour 
Turn out on lightly-fioured board and 
knead dough lightly until smooth and elas- 
tic. Place in greased bowl, brush top with 
melted butter or shortening. Cover and set 
dough in warm place, free from draught. 
Let rise until doubled in bulk. While dough 
is rising, prepare 

ORANGE FILLING 

Combine in a saucepan 

2-1/2 tablespoons corn starch 

1/2 cup granulated sugar 
Gradually blend in 

1/3 cup cold water 

1/3 cup orange juice 


1-1/2 tablespoons lemon juice 
and add 

1 tablespoon grated orange 

rind 

1 teaspoon grated lemon rind 
Bring to the boil, stirring constantly; boil 
gently, stirring constantly, until smoothly 
thickened; cool. 
Punch down dough; form. into a smooth 
ball. Roll into an oblong \%4-inch thick and 
26 inches long; loosen dough from board. 
Spread with cooled orange filling. 

Beginning at a long edge, roll up loosely, 

like a jelly roll. Cut into 1-inch slices. 
Place in greased muffin pans. Grease tops. 
Cover and let rise until doubled in bulk. 
Bake in moderate oven, 350°, about 25 
min. Serve hot, with butter or margarine. 











laboratory-appraised plastic housewares 


look for this 
label! 






Tt tells you the article has met the rigi 

requirements of the Dow Product Evaluation Committee 
. « » requirements that demand: 

quality workmanship .. . excellence of design... 

and the most suitable plastic for the item. Y 

Make the Evaluated Label your value guide Oo 

for better plastic products. 


DOW CHEMICAL OF CANADA, LIMITED, TORONTO 


How to 

Gi e ; 
Successful | 
Parties 


COOKIE 2B RECIPES 


HATELAINE INSTIT! 


THE PERFECT HOSTESS 


A good hostess knows how to entertain with no apparent effort. She's 
learned how to prepare refreshments in advance so that when her 
guests arrive she can give them her full attention. Do you want to 
be a good hostess? Chatelaine has the answer in this valuable 
bulletin, “How to Give Successful Parties.” 


There’s a treat in store for the home-from-school brigade if you send 
for the twenty-eight cookie recipes worked out by the culinary experts 
in our Chatelaine Institute. 


“HOW TO GIVE SUCCESSFUL PARTIES” 
Service Bulletin No. 102. Price 15 cents. 


“28 COOKIE RECIPES” 
Service Bulletin No. 2200. Price 10 cents. 


Order from 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPARTMENT 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 





Ke (lever 
with Close 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor. 





O HAVE closets, closets and more closets—that’s the dream of 
most homemakers. Alas, it’s usually impossible without building 
a new house! The next best thing is to make sure existing 
closets are used with maximum efficiency. 

To be efficient, space must be properly organized. Take the closet 
above: it’s small in size, but every inch has been put to work, thanks to 
the handsome accessory kit. This is made from a gleaming durable 
plastic, the panels clear, the quilted trim gaily colored. In shades of 
spray green, peach bloom, silver blue or burgundy, it matches any 
hedroom color scheme 

For clothes cupboard neatness there are plastic bags for dresses, 
jackets, shoes; boxes for hats, handkerchiefs and blankets. Note the 
ingenious little chest with drawers for costume jewelry, hosiery and 
lingerie; 

The drawings opposite show principles of modern space use ap- 
plicable in planning closets of any size. Dividing the closet, with 
hanger rod on one side and built-in chest of drawers or trays on the 
other provides maximum storage, with articles of clothing in the most 
accessible spots. Use upper shelves for dead storage and the backs of 
the doors for racks and mirrors. A shelf or bin for shoes helps keep 
the floor dust free. 
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You can benefit by this 


NEW 
ISCOVERY 


about 


Hot Water 


THIS NEW DISCOVERY 
gives you hot water 
““Packaged-in-Glass’”’ 
Always ready, always 
hot, always clean! It's 
water heated and stored 
in a glass ‘“‘package”’ 
Samitary as a clean 
drinking glass. 














FOR MOM. Two shelves extend across top of closet—the upper one for 
luggage, the lower for miscellaneous, seldom-used items. Clothes occupy 
one side, other ts fitted with hat shelves and built-in travs for feminine 
tinery. Bottom drawers are for shoes. Twin mirrors provide fore and aft 
reflection. 















Of course you'd like a constant, 
ever-ready supply of hot water... 
all the hot water you need for 
dishes, laundry, bathing and 
house-cleaning. 

Inglis Glasteel Water Heaters 
give you all the benefits that go 
with an adequate hot water supply. 
Inglis Glasteel Water Heaters are 
completely automatic. Once you 
install it the Inglis Glasteel Water 

FOR DAD. Suits and top coats are arranged on one side, other has a buiilt- Heater becomes your most faithful 
in chest with mirror and outlet for clectric shaver. Note tie rack on back of servant, ie Il always have hot 
door; dead storage space provided by upper shelves. water, Whenever yOu Want 5, at 
the turn of a tap. 
og OS What’s more—the Inglis Glasteel 
r <a Water Heater banishes tank rust 
3 and corrosion. The storage tank 
Po of the Glasteel Water Heater is 
i made of glass-fused-to-steel .. . 
t CANNOT rust or corrode under 
any water condition. 
- See this beautiful, truly modern 
| - water heater soon. At better 
E plumbers and appliance dealers 
- everywhere. 
Sketches . by = 
Paul Johns ere 
= 0 
—— 
eth 
-—— 
wa _ 
c—— 
= 
-——— 
E= CANADA 
— 
THE KIDS. We assume two boys share this closet. Each side oo - 
-sizec 
adjustable wed whics ro a sens Anse — On fi ee a Sill ‘ol 2 Inglis Glastee! Water Heaters are manufactured under license from A. O. Smith Corp., Milwaukee, U.S.A, 
toy box and a shoe bin are located on the floor. In line with the prince P € 
n n 
that children’s interest in their toys is maintained if the toys are used | BES. i sags 
rotation, space for playthings is provided on upper shelves. There are also Consumer Products Division, John Inglis Co. Limited, Toronto 
shelves for clothes. 
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To Help You With Your Canning 


Chatelaine Institute has 


instructions for canning 


Order your copy of this bulletin today from 


Chatelaine Service Bulletin Department 


481 University Ave., 








Seas 






jer all OCCASIONS 





GEORGE G. HODGES LIMITED 


MONTREAL 






prepared 


a new bulletin 


Canning Fruits And Vegetables 


Complete up-to-the-minute 


in jars or cans 


Toronto, Ont. 
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Continued from page 35 


nurses say there is not a baby in a pram 
at the Shopping Centre, that they do not 
know.” 

Deep River is still growing. A dozen 
types of one-family houses are prov ided. 
Rents, according to city prices, are 
surprisingly moderate. Lawns are top- 
soiled, seeded and fertilized over the 
sand. Houses are painted white with 
green, red or blue roofs and trim. Most 
of them are painted cream throughout 
and kept in excellent condition by an 
NRC staff of 80 maintenance men. 

Maintenance personnel live in war- 
time houses if married. When single, 
they are in dormitories called “The 
Camps.” For unmarried scientists, en- 
gineers, nurses and secretaries, etc., 
there is the beautifully situated Staff 
Hotel. 

Overlooking the Ottawa River and 
the mountains of Quebec, the Staff 
Hotel is filled with upward of 300 young 
people of both sexes overflowing with 
vitality and romance. Many of them 
marry. When this happens, they im- 
mediately go on a waiting list for a 
house. 

‘*T like the people here,” a lab tech- 
nician I visited in the Staff Hotel 
informed me. “They know how to get 
along together. There’s no sham here. 
They haven’t got ‘the new look.’ They 
haven’t gone out and spent all sorts of 
money on themselves. And then the 
relationship with boys is unique here. 
We live in the same corridors; wash our 
clothes in the same laundries; yet each 
respects the privacy of the other. Your 
room is your room. You can have a 
coffee party if you want to, but if you 
don’t, you don’t need to. Everybody 
is satisfied. Nothing to beef about. It’s 
not like Ottawa where they get a 
pension after 65 so it doesn’t matter. 
We're a far more adventurous type. In 
Ottawa everything is settled for you 
from about 30 on. Up here it’s not 
routine, It’s research. Everybody’s in 
on it. Something new all the time. 
People get a bang out of the least thing. 
Week ends, everybody skis. Every 
morning we go off to the Plant on the 
bus with the sun rising up through the 
pines—and it’s setting on the other side 
of the bus as they bring you home. 
Everybody is treated as if he is some- 
body. It doesn’t matter if you’re only 
a lab technician. Your popularity 
doesn’t depend on your position, it 
depends on you. And the scenery is the 
most beautiful of anywhere in Ontario. 
Gosh! I hope I can keep this job.” 

Harwell, the English equivalent of our 
Chalk River, keeps a moving population 
of its scientists in Deep River; and their 
wives, I am told, are the most energetic 
and enthusiastic devotees of the place. 
You get the feeling they mustn’t waste 
a minute. They’re not missing anything, 
and you mustn’t either. “I mind your 
children while you do what you want 
to,” they cry, “and then you mind 
mine.” I ran into one of them at the 
Shopping Centre wheeling a baby car- 
riage. ““I didn’t know you had another 
baby,” I exclaimed. 

“Oh, it’s mine for a week,” she said 
airily. “Its mother’s gone out to take 
a look at the Rockies before she has 
to go back.” 

Our next-door neighbors, Jack and 
Mary Dainty, belonged to the United 





Water, water everywhere —and you 
struggling with an old fashioned plunger! 
What a waste of effort when Gillett's will 
unblock that drain in a jiffy! Just pour in 
3 tablespoons of Gillett’s, full strength, 
and your work's done! Gillett’s cuts 
through grease, clears drains right out, 
allows water to run freely. Gillett’s also 
makes light work of cleaning floors and 
toilets, destroys contents of outside 
closets, deodorizes garbage pails. Saves 
you work in dozens of ways. Get some 


today! 








OUTS MMIII 
Home Accessories with 


CANADA DECAL 
TRANSFE RS 


EASY TO APPLY—just dip che Decals in 
= water and slide off. 
Decorate your walls, 
accessories, glassware, 
furniture, odd pieces. 
Washable! Colourful! 
Sunfast! They stay put, 
even on baby’s crib. 
Durable—yer they are 
easy to remove. 








SCORES OF GAY : 
SPARKLING DESIGNS! :j"@S 


HUNDREDS OF USES! 


Look for them in the stores! 


Exciting, quaint 
pacterns for as little 
as 20¢ a sheet at 
Chain, Hardware 
Paint, Dept. and 
Variety Stores. 


WRITE FOR FREE 
CATALOGUE: Canada 
Decalcomania Co. 
fimiced, Dept. 

507-11 King 
St. East, Toronto, 
Ontario 


\ 
aN VY. 


DECALCOMANIA 
eT hae hid 













* Trade Nome 


‘DECAL’ is registered Established 191! 
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Kingdom Staff. We got to know them 
very well before they were recalled to 
England this past month. Mary, an 
Oxford biochemist here with their two 
children; Jack a Fellow of Cambridge, 
were both of them philosophers. Jack 
feels that scientists pay too little atten- 
tion to the humanities. Mary claims 
that as a group they try to evade 
solving home problems. 

Beryl Newcombe, another English 
mother, disagreed with her. “I think 
they do face home problems. Positively, 
Howard—” she turned to 
her husband—*tell Mary what you did 
while I was in the hospital.” 


the V do. 


Dr. Newcombe, a geneticist in medi- 
cal research, had undertaken the care 
of their three little boys until help could 
be brought in. They had a bad habit, 


he said, of dawdling over food. He had 


concocted a casserole of ground beef 


meatballs fried and then baked with 
vegetables and gravy; and the children 
sat there playing with it. Something 
had to be done. 

“TI told them,” Dr. Newcombe went 
on, “that they didn’t have to eat it. 
They could eat it if they wished, but 
the meal would not continue indefi- 
nitely, I said. Dinner will be on the 
table for half an hour. After that it will 
be gone.” 

At the end of that time they were 
still dawdling, so he took their plates 
and scraped everything into the garbage 
can. The children burst into tears. The 
moment they saw they couldn’t have 
it, that was what they wanted. “After 
that they ate their meals up promptly. 
| had no more trouble with them,” Dr. 
Newcombe said. 

Yet Mary Hall, another English 
mother I called on, feels that scientists 
are no more able to run their family 
life efliciently than any other intelligent 
people. Herself a chemist and mother 
of three sons, she feels a lack of per- 
manence in Deep River. “If we were 
able to own our own homes, we’d put 
down roots. But we’re too pampered 
and well looked after. While people 
are happy and satislied, there’s no need 
to take responsibility.” One thing she 
wanted to mention, however, is the 
surprising number of really musically 
minded scientists. For example, she 
said, in her street the four scientists 
who live in the four adjacent houses 
are all keen on their libraries of recorded 
classical music, and in perfecting its 
reproduction. All her husband’s col- 
leagues, say half a dozen, spend most 
of their spare time designing new kinds 
of record players. She feels that there 
must be something kindred in science 
and music which attracts similar minds. 
She pointed to a homemade loud- 
speaker installed up in the corner neat 
the ceiling of her cream-painted living 
room. “It’s just wonderful,” Mrs. Hall 
said happily, looking absolutely con- 
tented with her life. 

One thing emerges from these facts. 
Whether it stems from the planned 


recreation, or whether scientists are 
always experimenting at home anyway 

Deep River people all seem to have 
hobbies. Even in their leisure hours 
they are never idle. Mr. Bayley down 
the street has made an electric floor 
polisher for his wife and is working on 
a dishwasher. Dozens of families work 
all summer long in the big community 
vegetable garden. Lorne and Dora 
MacConnell are experimenting with 
growing tomatoes in chemicals at home. 
Against a background of meuntain, 
river and pines, Hank Clayton has one 
of the loveliest flower gardens, every 
seed of which is rooted in loam this 
mathematician had to haul in a wheel- 
barrow out of the forest himself. The 
result is a succession of the most exqui- 
site blossoms all summer long for us all. 

There is no doubt these people have 
escaped into a sort of paradise of living 
here in this beautiful valley where play 
is as well organized as work; where in 
the wintertime you can take off from 
your front door on skis, and leave them 
up-ended in the snow when you come 
home; where your children play in the 
middle of the street and tricycles and 
wagons stand outside all night; where 
doors are never locked and everybody 
trusts everybody 

And yet, I find these people harboring 
a curious fear. The word is bushed. “I 
don’t want to get bushed up here,”’ they 
say. “Once I get in a car I don’t feel 
bushed any more.” The nurses in the 
hospital will tell you it means living 
too long in slacks, not caring whether 
your nails are manicured or your hair 
waved any more. 

Evidently there’s a price to pay for 
escaping systems of civilization. Gener- 
ally when you try to escape, you only 
get more problems, you have to keep 
on traveling. These people are staying. 

After every Atomic Convention in the 
United States where Canada is repre- 
sented by these scientists, they invari- 
ably receive offers of fabulous jobs south 
of the border at double and treble their 
present salaries. Some, of course, have 
gone. But the majority remain. 

Why? 

‘*Ideal surroundings,” they say. 
“Healthier, happier children. Neighbors 
congenial; comfortable homes; able to 
discuss your own subject with someone 
who knows as much, or more, about it 
than you do; what would I do with all 
that money?” 

Ruth Holmes, wife of Bob Holmes 
the chemical engineer, sums It up for 
everybody, I think. 

“If we have good scientists,” says 
Ruth, “I think we should keep them 
in Canada. I feel safe here. Even with 

something might 
happen, and Bingo! There we’d be! 
Money’s all right, but oh gosh! When 
your husband’s engaged in work like 


that great big salary 


this, a wife can’t help feeling part of 
something vital that is going on. There 
are so many things that are better than 


money in Deep River. 
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The Miniature 


by Irene Wempe & Elizabeth Clancy 


Can a ghost commit murder? 


Don’t miss the heginning of 


this thrilling two-part mystery novelette. 


a, 
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For Quick, Easy Save Results 
Take Your Choice of 


'CERTO or 








( 


The sensible, modern way to make jams and jellies is with 
the help of CERTO or “CERTO” Crystals. Both are fruit 
pectin — the natural substance in fruit that makes jams 
“jam” and jellies “jell” — extracted and concentrated for 
efficient jam and jelly making. 


1. 


3. 


4. 


Certo is a trade-mark owned by General Foods, Limited 


Please yourself which you choose . . . some prefer the 
liquid — some the crystals. Each ends guesswork and 
tedious long-boiling. Each gives sure results if you follow 
instructions exactly. 


Why CERTO Fruit Pectin or CERTO Crystals 


Make Better Jams and Jellies ... Easier... Quicker 


SHORT BOIL. With Certo or “Certo” Crystals 
your jams and jellies need a ONE-MINUTE 
full, rolling boil only. Such a saving of time 
and work! 

MORE JAM OR JELLY. Since very little juice 
has timé to boil away you get up to 50% more 
jam or jelly from your fruit. 

FRESH TASTE and COLOUR. The boil is too 
short to affect the lovely fresh-fruit taste and 
colour. They stay in your jams and jellies, 

NO GUESSWORK. Follow exactly the tested 


recipes you get with CERTO and “CERTO” 
Crystals. You'll have no failures. 
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Just the thing to ADD fresh 
COLOR and 


LUSTRE to 








your hair 











after a shampoo 


'\ or home permanent 
é ea og , . ) 
e , It 7 For you who do your hair at home, 
*. 7 ae — Aa ; 
aa. Lovalon is a must. It rinses gorgeous 
an My —_—— Sc 
; hon fresh color to your hair, Gives hait 
4 > parkling highlights, leaving it attractive, 
et Ny soft and manageable. Blends in yellow, 
a ’ . - 
Se / grey streaks. Lovalon comes in 12 flattering 
2 / hades...has none of the disadvantage 
Nu of a dye... washes out with each shampoo. Yeah team! Won’t be long now before 
15¢ and 35¢ at toilet goods counters everywhiere. | school colors will fly and you'll be sitting in 


‘Try Lovalon—today. 





For the big gametrya plaid stole with por kets 


at the end. Wear it over your plain sweatet 
’n’ skirt and belt it at the waist. 


the bleachers cheering your team to victory. 
Better still and even newer is the apron- 
shawl . . . one minute it’s a shawl, snuggled 
around your shoulders while the wind doth 
blow... and for coffee parties after the 
| game you whisk it off and tie it around your 
waist apron fashion. Fun in plaid or checks 
to give your wardrobe a little extra zip. 
How’s your figurin’? And we don’t mean 
in maths or science. Back to school totals 
“up to long hours of sitting in classes and 
studying at home. So hie yourself off to the 
nearest foundation department and wiggle into 
a lightweight girdle. Doesn’t have to be a 
grim session of uncomfort every time you wear 
it. Now there are girdles weighing as little 
as four ounces . . . tiny little two-way stretch 
iobs that make you look like a teen-age version 
of Diamond Lil. Color you say? Just take 
your pick . . . white, pink, flesh, a heavenly 
pale blue, a sun-washed yellow and, of course, 
black if you want to feel very daring and 
sophisticated. S’more fun if your underpin- 
nings match your dress... slip, bras and 
girdle to match your yellow dress for example. 
First things first they say, and in your back- 
to-school wardrobe that first thing is a sound 
foundation, 


In the days to come you'll lead a double 
lite and that’s for sure. Look the part of 
a real fashion-student in a grey jersey skirt 
pleated all round (pleats are terrific this year). 
Wear it with a long-sleeved jersey blouse, 
black as the ace of spades, Top this with 
a little reversible jerkin, grey on one side and 
black on t’other. By night you become a 
changed woman (your friends will do a double 
Obtainable at all leading take). Out you come in the same skirt, but 
Sole Manufacturers : this time in a low-necked jersey blouse with 

Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London WI England push-up sleeves, . . . a push-over with just 

a single strand of pearls. The secret lies in 

mixing and matching your clothes. Remem- 
ber, multiple duty clothes will save you more 
pennies on the allowance system than a closet 
Poll of non 


ratehimao harcasn 
MiBacAning DaTeains, 


Small talk . . . How about a pair of soft- 
hearted slippers to give solid foot comfort 
when you’re scampering through the dorm or 
just lounging at home? Pixies they call them 
. . « little pull-on slippers that look like real 
pixie shoes (if pixies wear shoes, we aren’t sure) 
and they’re made of red, blue or green suede 
piped with gold. Fun, too, for after-ski 


There is no substitute for mouth cleanliness ak iciadiied 
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SOOTHING RELIEF IN SECONDS! 


The instant you protect your 
bunions, enlarged or tender joints 
with Super-soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino- 
pads——painful shoe friction stops, 
pressure is lifted. These thin, 
soothing, cushioning, specially 
medicated pads have the patented 
creep-proof pinked edge. Worn 
invisibly. Do not come off in bath. 
Get this wonder-working relief of 
Dr.Scholl’s today.Soldeverywhere. 
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due to travel motion, 


RELIEVED 
with the aid of 
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aids in quieting 
the nervous system 


THE WORLD OVER 









CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 





A chapeau you can make. . . Take 
a small close-fitting hat form or a little 
felt beanie and cover it with black 
velveteen or velvet. Sew on large pearls 
in a row across the front. Start with 
a large one in the centre front and 
graduate them toward the back. It’s 
not hard to do and so cute to wear. 


Eastern Trimmin’ . . . One manu- 
facturer is making these taffeta Tulip 
Ties with matching sash. We figure 
they’re a pretty slick idea for perking 
up a tired dress. They come in the 
loveliest shades to add flattery no matter 
how you wear them. 


Ever thought of felt? For a skirt, 
that is. Here’s one from the idea 
department for those of you doing your 
first waltz on the sewing machine. A 
four-gored style . . . a few major seams 
- +. ho raveling or hemming.. . et 
voila! The snappiest little skirt you 
ever did see. You can buy the felt 
at most any local department store and 
in the gayest colors. Finish this one 
and we bet you’ll be off to bigger ’n’ 
better things. 


Tweed takes the lead. Everywhere 
you look this fall you'll see tweeds . . . 
combined with leather in belts and bags 
. » » combined with rubber in protective 
footwear . . . and even in little ascots 
tO Wear with V-necked sweaters and to 
match your tweed skirt. That’s one 
for you to make. Try it when you make 
your back-to-school skirt. 


More sweaters . . . This year they 
go with the tweedy look like soda goes 
with pop. More of the kind you like 
. . - botany, lamb’s wool, cashmere, 
and nylon ones that wash in a few 


minutes flat. Cardigans, 


and short, plunging necklines with little 
rolled collars, twin sets... striped 
with plain . . . and most exciting of all 
are the ones with raglan sleeves, yes 

. . In sweaters. And best of all, real 
shrinkage control. 


long-sleeved 


A tie for you made from Dad’s old 
ones. Just cut it up where it’s narrowest 
and notch the ends. Wear it under your 
collar, pinned with your school pin. 
You can have a different one for each 
day of the week .. . all colors and all 
designs. 


Room Service . . . Thinking of re- 
decorating your bedroom at home or 
the little corner you'll call your own 
in the college residence? Here’s an idea. 
Take an orange crate (compliments of 
the nearest grocery store) and cover it 
with bright chintz, ruffled all round the 
top and caught with thumbtacks. Then 
cut a square of glass (just take the 
measurements and whip down to the 
hardware store. They'll cut the size 
for you). It’s a wonderful storage nook 
for books, shoes or even for your dance 
souvenirs and scrap books. You know 
with two yards more of the same ma- 
terial you might even make a valance 
for your windows. It’s easy. Just ruffle 
it and make a hem at the top, through 
which you slide your rod. Go one step 
farther and make slipcovers for squashy 
little pillows to pile on your bed, 


Lounging Luxury . . . After hours, 
school or office or just plain relaxing 
after a busy day, you'll want a lovely- 
to-look-at, lovely-to-wear housecoat. 
Saw one that fills the bill in black 
bengaline trimmed with shining metallic 
collar and cuffs. * 
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Just the thing to ADD fresh 
COLOR and 
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your hair 






after a shampoo 
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F sparkling highlights, leaving it attractive, 
soft and manageable. Blends in yellow, 


grey streaks. Lovalon comes in 12 flattering 


For you who do your hair at home, : 


shades... has none of the disadvantage 
ot a dye... washes out with each shampoo. 


15¢ and 35¢ at toilet good. ~ounters everywhere. 


LOVALON 


—the Hair Beauty Rinse 





iS 


a ZY J ij 
Obtainable at all leading stores i 


Sole Manufacturers : 
Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London W1 England 


There is no substitute for mouth cleanliness 











Yeah team! Won’t be long now before 
school colors will fly and you'll be sitting in 
the bleachers cheering your team to victory. 
For the big game try a plaid stole with pockets 
at the end. Wear it over your plain sweater 
’n’ skirt and belt it at the waist. 


Better still and even newer is the apron- 
shawl . . . one minute it’s a shawl, snuggled 
around your shoulders while the wind doth 
blow... and for coffee parties after the 
game you whisk it off and tie it around you 
waist apron fashion. Fun in plaid or checks 
to give your wardrobe a little extra zip. 


How’s your figurin’? And we don’t mean 
in maths or science. Back to school totals 
up to long hours of sitting in classes and 
studying at home. So hie yourself off to the 
nearest foundation department and wiggle into 
a lightweight girdle. Doesn’t have to be a 
grim session of uncomfort every time you wear 
it. Now there are girdles weighing as little 
as four ounces . . . tiny little two-way stretch 
jobs that make you look like a teen-age version 
of Diamond Lil. Color you say? Just take 
your pick . . . white, pink, flesh, a heavenly 
pale blue, a sun-washed yellow and, of course, 
black if you want to feel very daring and 
sophisticated. S’more fun if your underpin- 
nings match your dress ... slip, bras and 
girdle to match your yellow dress for example. 
First things first they say, and in your back- 
to-school wardrobe that first thing is a sound 
foundation, 


In the days to come you'll lead a double 
life and that’s for sure. Look the part of 
a real fashion-student in a grey jersey skirt 
pleated all round (pleats are terrific this year). 
Wear it with a long-sleeved jersey blouse, 
black as the ace of spades. Top this with 
a little reversible jerkin, grey on one side and 
black on t’other. By night you become a 
changed woman (your friends will do a double 
take). Out you come in the same skirt, but 
this time in a low-necked jersey blouse with 
push-up sleeves, . .. a push-over with just 
a single strand of pearls. The secret lies in 
mixing and matching your clothes. Remem- 
ber, multiple duty clothes will save you more 
pennies on the allowance system than a closet 
full of nonmatching bargains. 

Small talk . . . How about a pair of soft- 
hearted slippers to give solid foot comfort 
when you’re scampering through the dorm or 
just lounging at home? Pixies they call them 
. . « little pull-on slippers that look like real 
pixie shoes (if pixies wear shoes, we aren’t sure) 
and they’re made of red, blue or green suede 
piped with gold. Fun, too, for after-ski 
relaxation, 
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A chapeau you can make. .. Take 
a small close-fitting hat form or a little 
felt beanie and cover it with black 
velveteen or velvet. Sew on large pearls 
in a row across the front. Start with 
a large one in the centre front and 
graduate them toward the back. It’s 
not hard to do and so cute to wear. 






. 






Eastern Trimmin’ . . . One manu- 
facturer is making these taffeta Tulip 
Ties with matching sash. We figure 
they’re a pretty slick idea for perking 
up a tired dress. They come in the 
loveliest shades to add flattery no matter 
how you wear them. 


SOOTHING RELIEF IN SECONDS! 


The instant you protect your 
bunions, enlarged or tender joints 
with Super-soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino- 
pads—-painful shoe friction stops, 
pressure is lifted. These thin, 
soothing, cushioning, specially 
medicated pads have the patented 
creep-proof pinked edge. Worn 
invisibly. Do not come off in bath. 
Get this wonder-working relief of 
Dr.Scholl’s today.Soldeverywhere. 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 


Ever thought of felt? For a skirt, 
that is. Here’s one from the idea 
department for those of you doing your 
first waltz on the sewing machine. A 
four-gored style . . . a few major seams 
- +. no raveling or hemming.. . et 
voila! The snappiest little skirt you 
ever did see. You can buy the felt 
at most any local department store and 
in the gayest colors. Finish this one 
and we bet you'll be off to bigger ’n’ 
better things. 











MAKES SEWING 
MACHINES HUM/ 


Tweed takes the lead. Everywhere 
you look this fall you'll see tweeds . . . 
combined with leather in belts and bags c : THESE FEATURES 
. « » combined with rubber in protective 
footwear . . . and even in little ascots 
to wear with V-necked sweaters and to 
match your tweed skirt. That’s one 
for you to make. Try it when you make 
your back-to-school skirt. 


More sweaters . . . This year they 
go with the tweedy look like soda goes 


% 


Good Housekeeping /, 


DEFECT OF 






Sor ‘ ete * 7 . . 
AS sovtanste with pop. More of the kind you like * a GETS IN CORNERS! 
. . « botany, lamb’s wool, cashmere, sists Basra Pony ee 
f ners. close to base- 


and nylon ones that wash in a few boards and rugs 
minutes flat. Cardigans, long-sleeved 
and short, plunging necklines with little 
rolled collars, twin sets... striped 
with plain . . . and most exciting of all 
are the ones with raglan sleeves, yes 

. in sweaters. And best of all, real 
shrinkage control. 








due to travel motion, 


RELIEVED 
with the aid of 






aids in quieting 








ervous system ; , 
the n y A tie for you made from Dad’s old 
ones. Just cut it up where it’s narrowest Saco Laer 
F 2 ; “, 1 ; rotate in opposite direc 
and notch the ends. Wear it under your a L Taree re 
* lk - ~ | - | _ scl | > 5 i one another ae 
co ar, pinnec with your sc 100 pin. E ; B minating uny tendency 
You can have a different one for each 2 ; re eee reer 


side or run away’ 


day of the week .. . all colors and all 


ry 


designs. 


Room Service . . . Thinking of re- 
decorating your bedroom at home or 
the little corner you'll call your own 
in the college residence? Here’s an idea. 
Take an orange crate (compliments of 
the nearest grocery store) and cover it 
with bright chintz, ruffled all round the 
top and caught with thumbtacks. Then 
cut a square of glass (just take the 
measurements and whip down to the 
hardware store. They'll cut the size 
for you). It’s a wonderful storage nook 
for books, shoes or even for your dance 
souvenirs and scrap books. You know 
with two yards more of the same ma- 
terial you might even make a valance 
for your windows. It’s easy. Just ruffle 
it and make a hem at the top, through 
which you slide your rod. Go one step semptote witty two polishing 


farther and make slipcovers for squashy o- ty de 
little pillows to pile on your bed, . a moe! bef $hQ50 
Lounging Luxury . . . After hours, 3 

school or office or just plain relaxing 
after a busy day, you'll want a lovely- 
to-look-at, lovely-to-wear housecoat. 
Saw one that fills the bill in black 
bengaline trimmed with shining metallic 
collar and cuffs. + 


CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 


oo eee: 
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Five Stvles for Moppets 


No. 2930 A two-tone dress that any little girl 
would love to go to school in. The skirt is gatheFed 
to the bodice in back and on either side of a centre 
front inset panel outlined with scallops. A perky 
little bow stands up over the collar. 


NO. 2933 is a jumper just like her teen-age 
sister's, and that’s a real advantage as far as most 
little gals are concerned, Her skirt billows out from 
gathers at the waist. The pattern comes complete 


wit! lainty little blouse. 


7 


A os ; : 





Blouse pattern No. 2934 is worn with skirt 
No, 2933. It looks as if it stepped right out of the 
pages of Little Women with its long full sleeves and 
tiny front yoke trimmed with self-ruffling. No. 
2931 is a one-piece dress made for either lightweight 
wool or cotton. The skirt is four gored and is 
attached to a dart-fitted bodice trimmed with a square 
yoke which buttons to the neckline. She'll love to 
wear it with different colored belts. 

No, 2932 is a jumper and blouse pattern which 


comes into its own when school’s in. The blouse 


has tiny gathers at the shoulder, giving soft full- 
ness. The jumper is styled right for this fall’s 
lovely corduroys. 

Here is No. 2931 ina party mood. Could be fine 
Velvet or taffeta, trimmed with lace and tied around 
the waist with a large sash. The sleeves may be tiny 
puffed ones or elbow length and full. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering 


see opposite pare 
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in the know ? 
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2 guesses what girls forges most 
[_] Remove surplus “‘dazzle-dust”’ 
|_| Keep elbows soft 'n smooth 

[| Buy a new Sanitary Belt 

You’re no fugitive from a flour barrel— 
excess powder is carefully removed. The 
elbows too are given special attention... 
no worries on that score!—But a new 


sanitary belt? Don’t keep putting it off 


“tll next time’ ike most girls. Remem- 
ber, to get all the comfort your napkin 
gives, now’s the time to buy a new Kotex 
Sanitary Belt! 

Yes—because it’s made to lie flat, with- 
out twisting or curling, a Kotex belt 
gives you snug, comfortable fit. It’s 
adjustable, all-elastic . . . doesn’t bind! 


Kotex 
Sanitary 
Belt 


Ask for it by name 








Which deodorant would you decide on? 


| | A cream 
| A powder 
|_| A liquid 


It’s a wise girl who knows that a powder 
deodorant is best for sanitary napkins. 
Fact is, while creams and liquids will do 
for everyday daintiness, for “those” 
days a powder deodorant’s best. Sprinkled 
freely on sanitary napkins, a powder has 
no moisture resistant base; doesn’t slow 
up absorption. And soft, soothing Quest 
is made especially for napkin use. 


Being unscented, Quest Deodorant 
Powder doesn’t just mask odours. Quest 
destroys them. Safely. Positively. To 
avoid offending, buy Quest Powder 


today! 







Quest 
Deodorant 
Powder 


<Gie! O8 A Nfunp o> 


P” Guaranteed by & 
Good Housekeeping 






| Dr. Kinsey 


Continued from page 11 


her husband devotedly yet become frigid 
as the years go by and choose other 
ways of expressing her affection. A man, 
on the other hand, cannot sublimate his 
need for sex expression in other ways. 


Frigidity among large numbers of 


physically normal women will be one 
of the disturbing factors in the data 
obtained. There will be revealed a high 
proportion of sex aversion incurred at 
an early age and never overcome. There 
will be revealed warped, self-centred 
introversion on the part of some who 
are determined on life-long virginity. 
And there will be revealed varying 
degrees of mental and physical illness 
in many who may never suspect the 
cause. 

What is the answer to these startling 
revelations? Dr. Kinsey and his associ- 
ates don’t know. They do believe that 
this difference between the sexes is the 
reason for the many frustrated and 
maladjusted people in our world today. 


What Is to Be Taught the 


Young of Tomorrow? 


“That depends on what society 
wants,” Dr. Kinsey points out. He does 
believe—as many philosophers have be- 
fore him—that the function of society 
in setting up moral codes is to guard 
the mass of the people from chaos and 
disruption. When these codes place the 
individual, within that society, at war 
with himself, it presents a problem 
demanding solution. And one of the 
great hopes for a solution is healthy, 
intelligent sex education for children 
based on the findings of these surveys. 

‘Do you realize,” one of Dr. Kinsey’s 
scientists asked, “‘that it is the girl in 
our society who chooses the mate. Yet 
in marriage it is she who must adjust 


Continued on page 60 





Pattern Descriptions 


Sizes and Prices of Patterns on pages 12-13. 


2747—Misses suit, sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. Price 
25c. 


2412—Party dress, sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 
16, 18. Price 25c 


2705—Jumper and blouse, sizes 11, 12, 13, 
14, 15, 16, 18. Price 25c 


2549—Teen-age pyjamas, sizes 10, 12, 14, 
16. Price 25c. 

2679—Teen-age housecoat, sizes 10, 12, 14, 
16. Price 25c. 

1403—Misses’ and women’s blouse sizes 12, 
14, 16, 18, 20. Price 25c. 


2666—Misses’ and women’s skirt sizes 24, 
26, 28, 30, 32, 34. Price 25c. 


Description of Patterns on opposite page 

2930—Child’s dress, sizes 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. Size 
4: 1% of 35”; 1% of 39”. Contrasting Front 
Inset: % yard of 35” or 39”. Ribbon for 
Bow: % yard of %” width. Price 25c. 


2933—Child’s jumper, skirt and blouse, 
sizes 1, 2, 3, 5, 6. Size 3, Blouse: % of 
35”: % of 39”. Jumper: 1% of 35” material 
1% of 39”. Skirt: 1% of 35”; 1 of 39”. Price 
25¢c 


o 


2934—Child’s blouse, sizes 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 
Size 3: its of 35”: oF 144 of - 39”- -te ngthw ise 
striped material. Contrasting Collar: Vg 
vard of 35” or 39”. Price 25c. 


2931—Girls’- dress, sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 


10, Ruffle-trimmed dress: 3% of 35”; 3 of 
39”. Embroidered edging: 3% of 15%” width. 
Plaid dress: 2% of 35”, 2% of 39”. Contrast- 
ing yoke; % yard of 35” or 39”. Price 25c 


2932—Girls’ jumper and blouse in sizes 7 
8. 10. 12, 14. Size 10, Blouse: 1% of 35” or 
29”, Jumper: 2% of 35”, 2% of 39”. Price 
25c. 


Simplicity patterns may be obtained fron 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
pattern department of Chatelaine Magazine 
$1 University Ave., Toronto, Ont 


While someone's ‘phoning, 
should friends — 


[-] Go dumb 

[| Keep talking 

{| Comment on the conversation 
During a get-together, if a keen dean 


| ’ 
| gets a buzz—don't let your conversa- 
tion lapse. You may think it’s polite, 





What’s the best makeup remover? 


| | Soap and water 
{| Cold Cream 


[| Smooching 


Avast there matey! Best you first slip 
makeup off with cream, wiping away 
with Kleenex Tissues. Then wash your 
face. It takes cream to “‘fight’’ cream 
(such as most makeup bases are made 
of), and followed by soap and water, 
it helps keep blackheads at bay. There’s 


certain times. That’s trying all three 
absorbencies of Kotex. Regular, Junior 
and Super are designed for different 
girls, different days. Why not be sure 
to have a Kotex napkin that’s very 
personally yours? 





ees 


on™ 
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Are you in the know? 





but he'll think you're listening! So 
keep up the charmin’ chatter (tuned 
low) and spare the buzz boy needless 
blushes. Embarrassment is always 
needless, for clever girls—on ceclendar 
days. Because with the extra protection 
of Kotex, “‘accident’’ worries say bye- 
bye—thanks to Kotex’ exclusive safely 
centre. Keeps your confidence shatter- 
proof! 





What clan does her plaid represent? 


Frazer 
| | Macpherson 
Black Watch 


If you give a hoot for the Highland 
touch in togs—and who doesn’t?— 
bend a wee ear. Have a fling at 
“ancient tartans’’: top-rating plaids 
with authentic patterns, representing 
actual clans. A genuwyne Macpherson, 
for instance, as shown. And when your 
own clan meets, have fun—even at 
calendar time. No cause to be seif- 
conscious what with Kotex preventing 
telltale outlines. Those flal pressed ends 
just don’t turn traitor. They don’t 
show. (As if you didn’t know!) 


More women choose 


KOTEX* than all other 
sanitary napkins 


“Very Personally Yours’, new Free booklet for teenagers. Gives do's and don’ts for difficultdays, :t 


the lowdown on grooming, sports, social contacts. Send your 


name and address to Canadian 


Cellucotton Products Co. Ltd., Dept. 0806, Niagara Falle, Ontario. 


another smart plan you can favour at 


MOTEX IN 3 ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
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for YOUR children? 


You've planned bright futures for your children. But what 
happens to those futures if you do not live to carry out the 
plans? If the answer is something you would rather not 
contemplate, then there’s something you should do — now. 


There is a Mutual Life of Canada Plan that enables 
you to take practical steps now for your children’s future. 
Consuit our representative in your community and explain 
your circumstances and desires to him. He will outline a 
programme within your means, that will provide a new 
source of income for your wife and children, should you die, 
while they are of dependent age — or for yourself when 
your earning days are over, 


Protection at Low Cost 


THE 


RU 


of CANADA 


D) 
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ito the sexual pattern of the man she 
marries.” 

“Also, the young man of today must 
establish himself financially before he is 
able to marry. His sex maturity has 
been established long before he reaches 
this period—and long before the girl he 
marries is much concerned about such 
things.” 

If these things are disturbing and 
upsetting to us, particularly to those 
of us with young children growing up, 
they are the problems which have been 
faced by doctors, psychiatrists and social 
workers for a good many years 
problems which are causing acute un- 
happiness to an ever-increasing pro- 
portion of our people. 


Women Have Co-operated 


The research on this survey is reach- 
ing the last concentrated stages. In the 
beginning many felt that Dr. Kinsey 
would never get “nice” women to talk 
and in consequence his survey would 
be overloaded with the experience of 
extroverts and exhibitionists. 

This has not been the case. Increasing 
numbers of women in the home, and 
in business, are realizing the great 
importance of this survey and its pos- 
sible contribution to a better-adjusted 
society. 

The interviews are done in carefully 
selected fields in which scientists aim 
for “* 100” groups in choosing the locality 
and strata of society. This means that 
his aim is that everyone in a particular 
group will co-operate. 

Dr. Kinsey first gives a lecture. It 
is difficult to listen for long without 
feeling the urge to co-operate in his 
work. The interviews may take place 
in a college sorority—in a church—in 
a row of houses or a factory. They 
may take place in adult education 
groups, in business offices. And, day 
by day, month by month, they add up 
to the first great mass of facts, and 
figures drawn from a cross-section of all 
social and educational groups, from 
which charts, curves and finally conclu- 
sions may be drawn. 

Dr. Kinsey is the great moving force 
of the work. He plans the field projects, 
which last for about a month in a given 
area. There are ten days in between, 
im which the associates go over their 
material, compare notes, and write. 
Today his speaking is confined largely 
to groups whose co-operation he seeks 
for his project. Yet there is nothing 
of the fanatic about him. Although he 
sparks the work, his associates are as 
deeply impressed by its urgency as he 
is, and there is no sense of adulation 
or overshadowing, in spite of his force- 
fulness. His respect for the dignity of 
every human being with whom he comes 
in contact is as evident in these labora- 
tories of the new science as if it were 


emblazoned on the walls. 


The co-operation he has received from 
women as well as men, the understand- 
ing they have shown concerning the 
basic need for this survey, Is one of the 
most hopeful arrows pointing to a 
better-adjusted society. It is his hope 
and that of the Rockefeller Foundation 
behind the project that the reading of 
these factual experiences and findings 
on sex behavior of the male and the 
female will make a bridge by which the 
two can reach a better understanding 
be able to face the problems squarely, 


and build a healthier future. + 














BabysOen 


FOR BABY’S SKIN CARE e 





P 


Gentle, cloud- 


like lather in- 





stantly rinses 
clear each tiny pore, leaving Baby’s 


Own glow and daintiness. 





Apply on his tender 
scalp, and use on 
absorbent cotton for the diaper 


region, and chafing is gone forever. 





A protective dust- 
ing of Baby’sOwn 
Powder to ensure 
against any rough- 


ness Or irritation. 


— 3 Seastia Fant Kin 


Babys Own 


SOAP: OIL - POWDER 
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Ketting 


Them Ready i 


by 
Elizabeth Chant 
Robertson, M.D. 


starting 
What can you 


AVE you a_ youngster 
school next fall? 
do to have him ready for this big 
event? There are several things 
that you should do. First, you 
should have him examined by your 
physician or by a preschool clinic doctor 
to make sure that he is in excellent 
physical condition. The best plan, of 
course, is to have him regularly checked 
over once a year, but if you haven't 
done this, now Is a very good time to 
start. In the city schools the youngsters 
are examined by the school physi- 
cians soon after they are enrolled and 
you would be surprised to know how 
many of them are found to be suffering 
from some physical defect. [t ts dis- 
turbing to find that your child belongs 
to this group. It is much better to have 
such trouble fixed up before school. 


Revaccination Important 


Your youngster will be much more 
likely to catch some of the infectious 
diseases of childhood when he enters 
school and mingles with large groups of 
children than when he is at home 
playing with his small group of friends. 
There are four serious diseases that you 
can protect him against. I hope your 
child was when he was a 
baby. As you know that saves him from 
However, this protection 


vaccinated 


smallpox. 
becomes weaker after some years and 
you would be wise to have him revaccin- 
ated The second vaccination 
causes only a mild reaction. If he hasn’t 
been vaccinated, as is unfortunately the 
case with many youngsters, he should 
certainly be done now. Smallpox, of 
course, is relatively rare in Canada, but 
is very infectious and with the increasing 
use of plane travel there is more chance 
of it being brought here from Mexico or 
some other part of the globe where it is 
more prevalent. Don’t put off this job. 


now. 
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The other three diseases that you 
should protect your child against are 
diphtheria, whooping cough and tetanus 
or lockjaw. Youngsters can now be given 
a series, usually three, of injections that 
will immunize them against all these 
three diseases at once. These injections 
contain diphtheria toxoid, 
effective against that disease, whooping 
cough vaccine, 
80% of children against 
cough, and tetanus toxoid that provides 
complete protection against lockjaw. 
Lockjaw too is rare, but it is a dreadful 
disease when it does occur. Diphtheria 
toxoid combined with whooping cough 


which is 
which protects about 
whooping 


vaccine is also available, as are also the 
three substances separatcly. 

If your youngster was given these 
injections when he was a baby, your 
physician will probably want to admin- 
That 
will raise up his resistance to a high 
level. You'll feel much 
able if you have your child given these 
harmless and very valuable injections. 
It will take a load off your mind. 

Many people pay no attention to their 
children’s baby teeth. Presumably, they 
argue that these teeth are all going to 
fall out anyway, and why worry if they 
As a result many 


ister a small booster dose now. 


more comfort- 


do get holes in them. 
four- or five-year-olds have considerable 
decay in their teeth. This ts bad for 
several reasons. It 
child’s general health, just as an tnfec- 
tion anywhere else is. Often it prevents 
him from chewing his food thoroughly. 
It may cause considerable pain. But 
one of the most serious consequences 
is that he will likely get holes in his 
permanent or second teeth as well. At 
vears of age his six-year 


is harmful to the 


about six 
molars will appear. They come in just 
behind the last of his baby teeth. These 
six-vear molars have to last him all his 


life. If he already has holes in his baby 








FREE! A plastic "Baby Food Saver”, for 
scooping out Baby Food tins. Write H. J. 
Heinz Co. of Canada Ltd., Dept. SP-12, 
429 Dupont St., Toronto, and say which 
you would like, pink or bive, 
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HEINZ INTRODUCES 
2 NEW PRE-COOKED 
BABY CEREALS 





Heinz new Baby Cereals are pre-cooked to 
save mother’s time. Just add hot milk or 
formula and stir. Both cereals are smooth in 
texture, free from lumps, light and fluffy and 





are completely and quickly digested, Both 
contain a liberal supply of vitamins and 
minerals important to baby’s health, 


HEINZ PRE-COOKED CEREAL FOOD— 
Three choice grains— wheat, corn and oats— 
blended by an exclusive process. To build 
strong teeth and straight bones, calcium has 
been added. For healthy blood, iron has been 
included, and certain members of the Vita- 
min B complex. 


HEINZ PRE-COOKED OATMEAL MIX. 
TURE — Made from oats, thoroughly cooked 
and skilfully blended with sugar, vitamins, 
minerals, proteins and an extra measure of 
calcium and phosphorus, 











62 —- Chatelaine, August, 1949 


HURRAY! IT’S MY OLD FAVORITE! 


teeth, he will likely. develep—holes in 
these six-year molars as well. If, by 
chance, he loses one of his back baby 
teeth before his six-year molar on that 
side comes through, his front teeth on 
that jaw will be crooked. Why is this? 
When the back baby tooth is missing 
the six-year molar slips forward. Then 
there isn’t room for all the permanent 
teeth that must come through tn front 
of it and which replace his baby teeth. 
Crooked teeth spoil your child’s appear- 
ance and will certainly worry him or her 
later on in the teen-age period. Be sure 
to have your child’s teeth checked and 
repaired if necessary before he enters 
school. Take your younger children to 
your dentist when they are 24% to 3 
years old. From then on they should 
visit him every six months. Then if 
any little holes appear, they can be 
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BABY 
POWDER 


No wonder babies get excited when mother brings 
out gentle, soothing Johnson’s Baby Powder! 


For this nursery favorite — preferred by 8 out 
of 10 mothers — feels cool and soft as daisy 
petals to tender baby skin. Soothes painful 
chafes and prickles — helps keep them away! 





Watch for first signs of eyestrain. 
| Many a school child suffers un- 
|knowingly from the handicap of 


| defective VISION. 


jrepaired before any great damage is 
done. Feeding your youngsters plenty 
of milk, citrus fruits or tomatoes or their 
juices, vegetables, meat, eggs, whole 
| grain products; plus 400 units of vitamin 
'D daily (preferably as fish liver oil), 
'during the eight colder months of the 
year, will help prevent tooth decay 
also. Give him very little sweet food, 
Isuch as candies, syrup, honey and soft 
idrinks. Overindulgence in such foods, 





Ted bab , ; | teeth. 
»e aiss eni 4 2p Ss ~ ° 
oday, your baby can aiso enjoy a new nursery | If your youngster can't. do up his 


wonder — Johnson’s Baby Lotion! 














buttons or any other such common job 

Use this smooth, snow-white, pleasant Lotion 
exactly like baby oil after baby’s bath, at 
diaper changes. Hospital-proved to give never- 
before protection against heat rash and other 
minor skin irritations. 


| for himself, give him some coaching on 
'this now. He should be as independent 
| as possible at school. See that his clothes 
| are similar to those of the other children 
lof his age. He shouldn’t be different 
'from the rest. Also you should mak« 
[arrangements with some responsible 
| 


And oh, mother! “What a delight to use! 
Johnson’s Baby Lotion feels lovely as white 
velvet. Soft. Fragrant. Never sticky. Add Lotion 
to baby’s nursery tray today! 


LIMITED MONTREAL 


|older child to take him back and forth 
to school. Most small youngsters are 
keen to +248) to school and look forward 
to it. Sometimes they are a little upset 
at first, but this soon wears off. How- 





ever, there are some children who ar 
not ready for school at the usual age. If 
you suspect that your child is one of 
these, talk it over with the principal. 
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Trcable ahead, tos, Galeey yeu Waa ee be The summer is a good time to start 


| especially between meals, ts bad for the | 


marking all children’s clothing, belongings with 
CASH’S WOVEN NAMES 
to avoid loss or argument. 
So simple to apply (either sew on or use No-So 
Cement), and permanent, too, usually outliving 
the articles on which they are used. 
MARK EVERYTHING WITH CASH’S 
Order early — trom your dealer, or write 


CASH’S, 49 GRIER ST., BELLEVILLE, ONT. 
ie be) le ab) 
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Lal Sy 6 doz. $2.20 





any necessary repair work. If your child 
wears glasses, his eyes should be tested 
at least every two years. The summer is 
a good time for this. If he complains 
that he couldn’t see the board well and 
especially if you or your husband are 
short-sighted, he might well have his 
eyes tested to see if he needs glasses. 





your head - 
nat your hang 


Your head tells you it’s silly to waste 
energy scrubbing toilet bowls by 
hand:-~when- Sani-Fiush -will clean 
them chemically. Just sprinkle Sani- 
Flush into the toilet bowls—and 
they’re sparkling clean in jig-time. 
No scrub or rub. Removes stains and 
invisible, germy film. Disinfects, too. 


Safe in all toilet systems. Works 
in hard or soft water. Two sizes sold 
everywhere. Made in Canada. Dis- 
tributed by Harold 
F. Ritchie & Co., 
Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 
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“America's 


Most Popular Nurser’ 
With its handy nipple, bottle, cap, all- 
in-one, Modern Evenflo Nurser makes 
baby feeding simple at home or while 
visiting. Its twin air-valve nipples provide 
smooth nursing that . 
helps baby finish 
his bottle better. 













You have more i 
when you £7@W/ they're 


Protect your youngsters this 
summer with Stay-A-Float, 
the original child's Kapok- 
filled life save vest. Six times 
as buoyant as cork. Protects 
... dispels fear of water. 
Can't leak, can’t puncture. 
For your child's safety, get 
Stay-A-Float. Atdepartment, 
sporting goods and marine 
stores everywhere. Write 
for literature. 


The American Pad & Textile Co. 
(Canada) Ltd. 
Chatham Ontario 
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Are his teeth noticeably crooked? 
\sk your dentist’s advice about having 
them straightened. If he says that now 
is the time, follow his advice. It’s 
usually a long and expensive process, 
but your child will be grateful later on. 
Sometimes arrangements can be made 
to have it done at a Dental College. The 
senior students do the work there under 
expert supervision. If your youngster 
has any minor defect that needs repair- 
ing, the summer is usually a good time 


No Fairy Tale 


Continued from page 48 


you'll have college—only we won’t 
talk about it. We'll keep it a secret.” 

Mrs. Bannister gave a cry of surprise 
when she came down and found her 
daughter and her guest sitting together 
at the kitchen table. She started to 
scold Patty, but Andrea cut-in: 

“It was my idea. And I had a grand 
breakfast. I don’t have many chances 
to eat in the kitchen.” 

The day passed. Andrea and Steve 
left in the afternoon, amid urgings to 
come again, congratulations for Steve, 
kisses for Andrea. Smiling and talking 
loudly, the family lined up to wave 
them_out-—of-_sight. 

“You were a good sport, Andy,” said 
Steve as they turned the corner. 

He did not speak again. Tense and 
silent he sat beside her. 

Presently she turned off the highway 
onto a country road, drove about a 
mile and parked on the grass under the 
trees. 

“Steve,” she said. “* You didn’t think, 
did you, that it would make any 
ditference—what your tamily were like 
or what they did—that that would 
stop me from loving you?” 

““No, darling,” he smiled faintly, “1 
didi’t think that. I just thought you 
ought to know. Now, you do.” 

“Oh, they can have their fur coats 
and college and new cars!” her voice 
rang out, “I’d even throw a big wedding 
to make them happy! But it’s you. | 
can’t bear to have you misjudged and 
It made me feel sort of funny 


broke off 


hurt. 
and sick inside—” she 
abruptly. 

He finished the sentence, ““To have 
them think I was very smart and very 
lucky because I’d got me a rich girl?” 
He laughed. ‘“‘Well, I am lucky—to 
have you.” 


“No,” she said softly, “‘I’m the lucky 


Horoscope Huddle 


Continued from page 51 


your turvy drops tantrums tease you 
to the brink of hysteria, there are a 
number of ways you might “put an end 
to the situation,” as you so delicately 
phrase it. Tie Junior to his gas balloon 
and Jet the astral currents take ovet 

. . he’s their doing anyway, according 
to the experts. Then clip Dorinda’s 
propeller beanie to her curls, and send 
her aloft to “‘skim the Milky Way with 
the Dipper,” or some such. Or you 
might fill their Buck Rogers pistols with 
strychnine, and take your tapestry 
work over to granny’s for a few hours. 

But all this, while absorbing in its 
way, brings me no nearer fame and 


Tr . Z ° é 'f 
fortune. The magazines finish weakly 


for this. The only exception is that 
tonsil or adenoid operations are usually 
not performed if there is polio about. 

The summer is the time to gather 
plenty of energy and vim for the coming 
year. See that your youngsters get 
enough sleep. A rest after the noon 
meal is a good plan even for the older 
ones. Lots of active play in the sun is 
fine for them and picnics and holidays 
outside of the hot city make for health 
and happiness. = 


one.” Her voice caught. “You’re sure 
you still want to marry me? I didn’t 
realize—it seemed so simple and easy 

but it isn’t, for you anyway. You’ve 
got to have a lot of courage and phil- 
osophy to face it—what people say and 
think and 

“We both have to, Andy.” He put 
his arms around her and held her close. 
“Don’t you know, sweetheart, that 
there’s riever a fairy tale ending—no 
one ever lives happily ever after? But 
I’d be so darned unhappy if you went 
out of my life. I wouldn’t be able to 
sleep at nights, wondering about you 
and thinking of you wandering over 
the world alone, and all the people 
trying to get things out of you—all the 
men. Funny, isn’t it?” he grinned. “I 
want t©6 marry you to look after you, 
but everyone thinks it’s so you can 
look after me!” 

She clung to him. 

“We'll wait, Steve. I'll finish college 
and you can see how your work turns 
out. It isn’t because I think either of 
us will change, but we’re young. We 
have a lot of time ahead to be together, 
and perhaps in a couple of years you'll 
be making enough so we can have some 
kind of a home. I don’t care what it is. 
We'll keep my money for Christmas 
and birthdays and vacations.” 

He kissed her. “‘ Darling, won’t that 
be hard for you?” 

“Not any harder than it will be for 
you,” she whispered. 

A few moments later she withdrew 
from his arms and started the car. 
The sun was slipping behind the hills 
and the shadows were dark on the road 
under the trees. But in front of her 
there was a glimpse of biue sky and 
flaming sunset clouds. 

She laughed. ‘‘And that’s all wrong 
about there never being any fairy tale 
endings. There are! And we’re going 
to have one! Only,” she tossed her 
head, “‘the fairies won’t bring it to us. 
We'll make it ourselves ” + 


with a list of the best days for setting 
eggs, painting fence posts and the like 
but there is no disguising the fact that 
they are eager to be on their way. I am 
left to face the obscure future on my 
own, 

Yet surely a Virgonian born and bred 
cannot remain a nobody without some 
embarrassing questions being asked by 
those im high places. Do you understand 
me, Virgo? This can yet be astrology’s 
finest hour, if you’ll just come out from 
behind that moonbeam and co-operate. 
I ask no special favors—whatever ar- 
rangement you have with Wilhelmina, 
Ford and the rest will be okay with me. 

But if you persist in your present 
attitude, pappa’s slippers can go up In 
smoke, along with current copies of the 
astrology journals. And you be careful, 
Virgo—remember, I prickle. + 


Chatelaine, August, 1949 — 
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It’s Educational 


One of the interesting things about life is that you keep right on 


jearning—whether you go back to school or not, 


Education is where you find it . . . in experiences, in personali- 


ties, in the advertising pages of Chatelaine . . . 


It is through national advertising that the public is told about 
new discoveries, new ideas, new processes. Take this issue, for 
instance. Just read the advertisements and see for yourself 
You'll find facts 


all the way frem an improved bob pin 


what valuable information there is in them. 
about many new things 


to a packaged-in-glass water heater. 


You'll find exciting new recipes, help in the planning of meals, 
health and beauty hints, information on the welfare and training 
of children, smart clothes, clever ideas for furnishing and decor- 
ating your home—in fact, just about everything that touches 


your daily life. 


' 1 ' g<8 o ° . 
Because only the advertising of worthy goods and services is 
accepted by Chatelaine, Chatelaine advertisements are reliable 


. . . they’re practical . . . they’re a liberal education. 
* * * 
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APPEARING IN this issue are two 
talented novelists whose best sellers 
have contributed to popular Canadian 
fiction. Violet King is one of our 
youngest up-and-coming authors. Her 
first book, ‘‘ Better Harvest,”” came out 
four years ago—a historical novel based 
on the Upper Canada rebellion. 

When she was fifteen years old 
Violet was forced to leave school but 
continued to absorb knowledge by 
intensive reading. “I got my _ best 
education in Toronto public libraries,” 
she claims. For several years she also 
worked in a steel products factory and ts 
making this the background for her 
next book, now in the process of being 
written. 

Violet keeps house for her father and 
he claims she’s a first-rate cook in spite 
of the fact that she juggles a mixing 
spoon in one hand and whatever book 
she’s reading in the other. The photo- 
graph above shows her checking the 
costume details in the illustration of he: 
first Chatelaine fiction story, “The Blue 
Slippers.” (See page 5.) Fortunately for 
the artist and for us she looks happy 
about the whole thing. 
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Maida Parlow French on page 16 
gives a graphic description of Deep 
River, the home base of Chalk River’s 
atomic scientists, which up to a short 
time ago was shrouded in mystery. She 
has already produced two novels, based 
on her experiences as a pioneer farm 
woman. When she was left a widow with 
three children to support, her only home 
was a grant of land with a ramshackle 
house, handed down to her by her U. E. 
Loyalist ancestors. This proved not 
only a refuge for her family but also the 
background for “*Boughs Bend Over” 
and “All This to Keep.” 

Last winter, while visiting her scientist 
son in Deep River, she had both legs 
fractured in a ski smashup, and never 
expected to walk again. “‘When you live 
among spectacular people you have to 
do spectacular things,” she says philo- 
sophically. Breaking her legs may have 
been awfully bad luck, but it gave her 
the chance to get to know the young 
vigorous people of Atom Town—and to 
gather material on their ultramodern 
community living. 





Chatelaine readers who look upon our 
Child Health Clinic as an infallible 
guide to baby-rearing will welcome 
Dr. Elizabeth Chant Robertson’s 
latest book, “The Normal Child,” 
written in collaboration with Dr. Alan 
Brown. Dr. Robertson is one of the 
outstanding authorities on child nutri- 
tion and Dr. Brown is a world-renowned 
pediatrician. 
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Crescend 


wonderful new fabric by Bruck... 


0... 


a handsome ribbed faille with a rich texture 







A *“ Joan Richard” 
by I. Iseman in 
crescendo, 


and shimmering lustre that lend an 


air of elegance to the season’s most beautiful fashions. “SSss= we 
> = : by **Alfandri"’ 


in crescendo. 





Keep your eye on Caleche Brown 


... it promises to set the fashion pace in a season 






bright with Bruck’s Portrait Colors. 


BRUCK MILLS LIMITED-Montreal and Toronto 


Bruck Fabrics old by he c le > tores everywhere 





